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n ought 10 be bis Friends: 
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Nor <urote one line to tell you, you were foals: 
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So very much, | you never 'will' 
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« FS ſtrange, Erncito, this ſeverity.  - 
II © Should fall reign powerful in Acaſto's mind, 
© To hate the Court, where he was bred, and liv'd, 
All honours heap'd on him that power could give. 
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* Paul. Oh? may he live ul Nature's ſelf grow old, 


< And from her womb no more can the earth 
For when he Gies, farewell all h „ bounty, 
All generous encouragement of arts; | 4 


For Charity herſelf, becomes a widow. 
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As well his Virtue ab his fortune d heirs. 

* Paul. They're both of Nature mild, and foll of 
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_ © As only death con'T end; Champn - 
Was ruin'd in dür Late aud civil difcords} z * | 
5 Therefore, unable to adraycs her fortune, r | 
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© 'To ſeek a fortune, or a noble fate; © ah, . 
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And die of rank d Ire SON 
Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my youth. r "3 
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The wats — miniſters his cure. | 
Pol. That's kindly faid. You — ward, | 
The fair Monimis : is your heart at : 
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But wrong not mine 
Pol. Heav'n blaſt me-if f d 
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Boys muſt be whipt that tell their | 
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When buſineſs might have ſtaid, and I been heard. 
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; evny dreſſes are not more „ 4299 Ty | 
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Pol. bed be that fordid b 
To cringe thus, fawn, . — 


Which enjoy — — 

The luſty Bull ranges through all the feld. 
And from the herd — Jy) . * e 
Enjoys her and Denen. 4560717 

It ſhall be ſo: BY yet poſſeſs my lo % 


Wait on, and watch her looſe n 

'Fhen when ber roving thoughts have been Ant 4 

And brought in wanton\wiſhes'to her heart, 

H th? veryurainute: when ber Virtue. nod. 12 2 
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Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, lio, Polydore, en d diteneants, 
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-Y -+ ay has been day of left 
| | Win you; Caftalio, and your 
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exconting arm, eee DI og 
he aQtions.of your life were always wond'rous. 
Noflattery, boy } an honeſt man can tlive by't; 5 
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Deſire to do things worth your ambition. 
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« Pol. Courts are the- ee eee 


flouriſa:; 

Where the deſerving ongh to ie, and. fools bY. 
Make ſhew... Why I vex and chafe wy ſplten, 
To ſee a gaudy-coxqomb ſhine, when I 
Have ſeen enough to ſoothe him in his follies, 
* And rid him to advantage as pleaſe ? — 

© Acaft. Who merit, ou en th watts 
But no wi man, that's hentft, . hou'd expeR. 
What map of ſenſe would rack his. generous min 
- -_- ractiſe all the bafe formalities 
forms-of dyfineſs, — — Gap. 
. — very: bhertine in's heart? - A 
C eee 
© When pri met ' 
And lay theſcene af r flows rain. 
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— — — wig a ſhe's fans. 
Were ſhe a common miſtraſe, kind to al. 
Her worth. would ceaſe, and half the world grow idle. 
Acaft. Go to, 7! ar foals, and know wo oe: I've I've learnt 
ar. icorn. my wrongs, * 
According to the value 0 

You both wou'd fain be great, and-t0 that end. 


mp, s noble& mart, 
Where Honour ought to have the — aplay, 
Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent and Faction 
Al in every band: how many men 
Have fpent their blood in their dear C 


you'll 6nd 


. ies 7 
Yet now pine under want, while ſelfiſh flanves 
That e'en would cut their throats voni now theyfannon, 


Like deadly Lacuſts eat the honey up, 
e induſtrious Bees fo-bardly « toild for! 


C . Theſe precepts ſai not with » Ali mind 
Meckioks I world be baby... 8 
Not loiter out my life at home, he. bes Td 
No funthervthan owe paal a 
Aal. Buiy your 
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My Lords , my father! p39] 1 TT 
225. lefliign tn wy child, 0 
My little chezub,. what:haſtthou . 

Ser. . ; mob: glad and wolcame news: 
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And all m 12 cry "gs 
Let me receive:him like his father's 

* | Enter Chamont.. + | = | 
* thou relict of the debate. | 
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Shou'd I =—_— an full, mA va 
That I Bond talk of nexding ite 81 * 274 
APRN © tan 1%; 
Mon. My breche {us of at9w. 22; 12 2 
C Ormy fn. lat: ms deli bee 22. *31 
R in my ame. Pve not: hohald . 9935 
4 T many days; by night. I recen een thee | A 
In gentle.dreams, wid faba d wy font e 
With fancy'd joys, till morning cants _ 
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Another ſiſter | @reait mui befol 2 4 
1 3 | | | 
ut ſomething in wy heart prompts, 
ns AER only lay a 
caf#.. Young ve nat was, 
Courtſhip, I e, has been your pradice too, 

n prove unwelcame to my dangbtar. 
Oba. ds fie your 2 Bid true, 
And 1 am at leaſt her brother hy 5 110? 
for you have mars poanſalſte 20 & i nt 
And, by that patent, —— — 0 
Ser. thou haſt n 
_ Will lamer; feign, and make: an an af love: 
Is Chamont ſa? no, ſare; he's more than man, 
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is THE E GRP HAN. 
Acaft., Thus ha , who'wou'd envy pompous for, 
1. Fav cf r end of cer {i : 
Let there be joy thre? all the houſe this day ! 
3 In ev'ry room let plenty flow at large! 
„ It is the birth-day of my royal Maſter! 
You have not Med the Court, Obamont, 
3 $4) 9: 384d © 
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" Tate not ſlaviſh temperance enough - 


T' attend a favourite's heels, and watch kis files, 
Bear an it office' done me to my face, 

And thank .the lord chat ne. his favour. . 
Acaft. This you-coulddot + - — * 
Caf. I'd ſerve my Polhes, Lak rn tte | 
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Cafe. I would;: {my | 25 1719. ow V9 | 
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He is ſo . L 
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80 juſt, that were he but” u Private l 1 
He cou'd not de a t How wou'd e Ee him Þ 
Cafe. Fdrierve him —— bo, 
And ferve him with my perſon in his wars: nt i 
Watch for dr, sgh for kim, Ae 
| Pol. Die ſur him, Mum . 4810 { 7 vat 35 a 
As ev' ry true-born loyal ſubje&t Wan 1728. 5 
= f Let me embsace ye both! 5 
1 Of my. brave anceſtors,” . 14 


For this be ever bleſt my marriage _ La- 
Bleft be your mother's memory chat SAID 
And doubly we era nam rr 
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In ſomething that concerns my peace and wage 
_ con oth 
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Cham. When our dear parents dy d, they dy 
One fate Taypris'd em, abd one 
My father with his dying breath bequeath'd_ Kaul "7 34 
Her to my love : m mother, as ſhe- el bs 


Lan g by dim, ca calPd me to her 1 0 2 
Took u is herald 


fainting arms, — me; 
Then preſs d mo cloſe, — non, any fo, 
Kiſs d ——— ſhe, Chamont, my 


By«this;"and all che love 1 everſhewd-theeg - 
Be careful of Monimis ;: watch her youth ; 141 9 f 
Let not her wants betray her to-diſhonour:: - * SN 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome friend. Then'figh'd, 
Kifeg'd me again; ſo bleſs'd us, and-expir'd. | met | 
Pardon my-grief. enen 1512: 5 ". 
 Heaſs. 2 A u 
Cham. — — Heav'n raid was you, you took 
re 
2 agen World expend, v 4 42 
And proved another Parent. — a big be 
| Acaſt. Te not d ber. nee 274 
——— — b £44297: 
Acaſ hen argument SE +37 1 
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Aeaft. Go on." || ns ocker k. 
Cham. Great ſpirits bear mifortunes hardly: * 
Good offices claim gratitude; 


nb il fury a he, 


ont 


FU: GHPHMA4 
And make us (racher than bs thonghs behind-hand) + 
TY NOS 

Araft. cannot gueſs your drift: 
Diſtruſt you me? r © 
_ Cham. No, hes I fake her nnkmels 
May make ber pay her debt at ang rates * 
And, to deal freely with your lordſhip's goodneſos, 
e uch diſturbs 

Acaft. T —— 


found - ln 
e ſhould touch "nature, 


14 — — 
Cham, . — wait 
Me. Alas my brother 
What have I done 7 er 
My heart quakes in me; in your ſettled face, 
And clouded brow, — 
You will nne 
Cue. Prithee, why doc then talk fot - 
Mon. Look kindly on me then: L cannot bear 
and Joes amane mas 


20 


* . 


Exit 


: That liv'd Trl p he the ſtandard of his Honour, 


jewel more than mines of moe: * y 
rope hae not 145 done a ſhameful but-ance; 


| TH Y keys in darkao try ee . 
—— — e diff. 
This was: the auly 


n 
F in't, than ſt 9 
Of all that ever Fortune threw! on favls, - + 


"Twas 8 any — 8 
Now if, by 
Ne this gem, an . from its a” 


Yau have 


her L and if th? offence be 


** 


TU ON EE HAM; 


» 


How will — 1 wo? 


Mon; Ich. 
Malice, and all the of Hell, 
To cen ſure- all che Din 1 
Uniizppy life, — en 


Cham. I'II tell dee men: — as T 
Lay wang as bed, all darkneſi round me, 
A ſudden 188 may Hater; cold ſweat - 
Dew'd all m Bee, and trembling >" Yoo 
—— ok , cho curtains . 

And to my tortut d — — 

The form of thee thes benmoon a hu art; =_ 
garments flowing looſe, in each 

A wanton lover, -which ann" thes * 


With all the ftesdom of vnboanded-pleafore : 
I inatc'4 my ſword, and an che very moment 


Darted it at thi” * len we: 
Then roſs tor lights, whon, O dire 2 
I found my had the 714 


uſt Ae that 


tale Was — | Bo .% ny: 
owthe unhappy Theban New?his farther. N 
Mon. And for this eviſeuwy* virtut - 1 
Becauſe in dreams your fawey has been ridden, . 
I muſt be tortur d wilting"! * 0 0, v2 1 
Cham. Have affe e.. r * rr Aa 
Labour no er fende gn, e 
What follow!d'wes-cherriddlontharrconfbunds me. N 1 
Through a cloſe — 2 I —— my journey, 


And hy ande ohh wvifton, 
I (py "doable, ” 
Picking dry — — — | 


Her eyes with- fen — — 
Cold palſy: Me ſeem'd wither, 
And on her dae erat wraps 
The tatter'@ remnant of au cid trip'd bangi 
Which ſerv ua keep ker carcaſs from 


So thers Was vf a pier ubeut her: 
Her lower weeds were all Oer 
With diffrent „black, 
And ſeem'd to ſpeak variety of wretche 
I aſlꝰ d- her of the! Way, which. 
Then crav'd my charity, and bad me haſten 1 
9 0 


* 


cle, What, re l 
Now by my ee 4 
Anfwe: mb, e n heft-16- ham... WI" 


Tuy honoprata ſordid gamets:! --/- rf abt To re} 


Mon. Ii eo ry 4G ner: TT 
I muſt, fo heddly exp eniafernans hands axe, A 
o FRY, 
Cham. And'cinaorrus too, they hays bath undone thee, 
Mon. n | ; 
Have preſt my heart, if e er in . 
To any but aſtalio 4 5101 1 
Cham: But Caſtali e 
Nan. — lms of wy Mc 
Yes, I torifeſfs that he has won my: foul © 1 
Eben zoes her: and honourable wows: | ou Sip 5 
Which he this day appointed * bar 1 
And make himſelf by holy m 
Cham, Art thou then a chow Gill preſerv' 
virtue White without a blot untsinted 7? 
When — unchaſte may apes N reject. wy 
|; W 85 1 N 44s <1 17117 
Or were, to make me wretehed, may kobe SITY 
Chaz. Oh then, Monimia, than dearer (0 me | 
Nr ann 
But let not marriage to thy — <aþ# 568211 
Truſt not a man: L. a. all by Narure falſe, os 166 
Diſſembling, ſubtil, cruel and unconſtant : 
When a man talks of love, with. caution - „ : 
But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive hee: 


* * 
* 


J thee, let no more Caſtalio ſoothe. thee 3... 82 

Avoid it as thou would'> preſerve the 1217 

oer. 59 whole e an prociows.. 107 

Mon. I will. - Na A 

_ Cham.. Appear as cold, when vez you meet, an great 
Ones E ite Vie 2": 


5 When | 


* 


Mon. Yes, I will ery him; torture im ſeverely; 
or, O Caſtalio thou too much — me, - % 


leaving me to Polydore's ill uſa 
| He comes ; and. ga, Le O Lo, e, 


Whilſt a hard s perform'd ! ſor I muſt *tempt, 
nature, tho” my len akes fer, ? 


i 32» . n. . 
rn Enter Cate, 6 is 
un 


And ſeem'd to part — — 17 
I am a fool, and ſhe has found my Ra 
She uſes me already like a ſlave 1 


Faſt bound in;chains, to.be.chaſtie'd ar wil. 
Twas not well done to-trifle- with my brother | 
I might have crafted, him with. all the ſecret, _ | ;b bit 
Open'd my fly heart, and ben it bares. 
But then he loves ber too; ee | oe" 
I am a doating honeſt flave, 3 SO PETWER 

For bondage, marriage bonds, 1 

To wear: it ĩscche only. thing I cer 7. $54 . un 
Hid from his — ,. and he Il ſure 
The fri tranſgreſion of.z wretched ale 2250 
Betray'd to lobe, and all its little folie. 


1 S 3 
4 A. 6... — 


£45435 © L 
os Pio grate e nn bn ets 2” 
P.. Here place. yourſelf, watch my brother - 
"- TAR ud 2 4g S351 At 211 io C 
If he ſhould chance to meet ; ans: 3.b: 


uſt obſervation of each ward and aftian 4 eo mk 
Paſs not one Crrpancs wma ants, r 
ir, ca ur office, t g me word. 4 
* | .* Enter Monimia. enn 
Caf. Monimia, my — not bind. 
To leave me like a fw 
W + 9 place i „ _— 
en thou art me 23 
And I, methinks; am MD 
Thy preſence only tis can mae me bleſt, 
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune m 
Meg. O the. bewitching tongues: — 
Tis chus the falſe Hymn makes her moan 
To draw the pitying traveller to her den:: 7 
Your ſex are ſo, ſuch falſe diſſemblers all: 8 


Wich 


] 3 xe © * % > 
- ” . 


7:83. pL ELL 
* 


* 


A. 


ns 


I feel — the very heart. 
Mon. Oh, yen are falſe, — mottforfworn ! 
Attempt no farther to delude my faith : - 
My heart is fixt, and van ll aht no more. 
Caft. Whonold 3 What bell-bred villain durſt a 
— the ſacred ibũſimeſe of u love? 
Mer. Von * Tae on „ . 1. 


Licenti | | 
And durſt — brutal. paſlion.. 


Caft. Tis I heben t blame >: HI "Y 
Falſe to my:hyather, and unjnſt to 51 166 
For, Oh! he loves thee . abr "I wa 
Ta r claim?d a right a 
| ur love fo:very. tame to ſhrink pes : 1 
Or — 


him, abandon m! n! 
Cafe. I, knowing him . T 
To calm his heat, an 


4 5 


precipitate 
Seem'd 2 — unrul n = 
5 = 
5:19 


_ Nee * 
N — 4 „ . 
A * 


T HI OA H A N. 4 
A lofty aſpect given him for command, 
Eaſily ſoften d when he would betray. 5 
Like conqu' ring tyrants, you Ohr breaſts invade, ' 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while; 
But ſoon you find new conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd province ruinate and waſte. ; 
If ſo, Caſtalio, you have ſery'd my heart, 
e s ſettled there, 
And I hall ne'er recover peace again. | 

Caft, Who can hear chis and bear an equal mind? 

Since you will drive me from you, I muſt po: | 
But, O Monimia ! When ck haſt baniſh'd e, 
No creeping ſlave, though traſtable and dull, 
As artful woman for her ends would chooſe, 
Shall ever dote as I have done: for, Oh! 
No tongue my | 
_ *Tis heaven to 
Mon. Caſtalio l ſtay 
- My ra 
* — 2 and wake foul 
© "Ia > * 
Oh ! n ns — Take wy 
I'm ne'er ſo bleſt as when I hear thy vows, 
And liſten to the ey of thy heart. 

Ca. Where Paradife in round me! 
Sweets p l the dry Heay'n-grow he's 
And every ſenſe is full of thy perſeftion./ 

To hear thee ſpeak peak might — man's feeuvy, 
Till by attention he forgorihis (mas; 
But to behold thy eyes, c. Srazaties 

Mi Ke wake kim ras OOO „ as I do. 

© To touch thee” kobe. m 40m oct 
Thoa Natute's whole in one piece! 
Sure, thee Heaven took unnſual care, 
And its own y has delign' thee fair, 
And dor thes by nou ö 


14 
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A C.T UI. $CENE theres 
Enter Pol ydore and Page. 


ERE they ſo kind? Expreſs it.to me all 
In words, twill make me think I ſaw it too. 
Page. At firſt I. thought they had been mortal foes : 

Monimia rag'd, Caſtalio diſturb'd ; 
Each thought the other wrong d; yet both ſo "FEISS 


Pol. 


They ſcorn'd ſubmiſſion, though Ca aha white 


The'rebel play'd, and ſcarce: could be contain! d. 


Pol. But what ſucceeded? u £17 Kg 


Page. Oh, *twas wond'rous pretty 2 
For of a ſudden all the ſtorm Was — 
A gentle calm of Love ſucceeded it: 
Monimia ſigh'd and bluftyd,' Caſtalio Gvore ; 
As you, my lord, I well remember, did 
To my young liter in the orange grove, . 
When I was firſt-preferr'd: to be yout page. | 
Pol. Happy Cattalio! Now, by my great ſoul, 
M' ambitious ſoul, that languiſhes to glory, 
ll have her yet; by. my beſt; hopes, * 
She ſhall be mine, in ſpite of all her arts. 
But for Caſtalio why: "es A rtfnetd an 
Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul play? 
Traduc'd my honour? Death ! he aun not dont. 
It muſt be "Ba we parted,. and he met her, 
Half to compliance Er by me; ſarpriz'd | 
Her —— of till ſhe yielded: quite: 
aſely pick up tired game, 


_ 


#4 1 
Page. My lord! | . 
Pol. Go to y on 1 ute: 
Find out ſome! "Tong to pleaſe. me, that ai mts | 
omen's h „their ſubtil wiles, 
etraying ſmiles, feign d tears, incanlianeies 15 
Their painted outſides, and corrupted minds; 
The ſum of all their follies, and their falſhoods. 
Enter Servant. 
Serv. Oh the unhappy'& tidings tongue e'er told! 
Pol. The matter! 
Serv. Oh! your father, my good maſter, 
Lg with his gueſts he fat in __ rais'd high, 


Whale the far hunter's che val a! wk 8 ot. 


And 


Ten thouſand crowns ; . | 


KH BE EO LnP MW AW 27 
And chas'd the goblet round the joyful board, 


A ſudden trembling ſeia d on all his limbs ; 


His eyes diſtorted grew : his viſage 
His ſpeech forſook him ; life itſelf "JW ed, 
And all his friends are waiting now about him. 
_ Enter Acaſto leaning on two. CT 
me; give me air; I'll recover.' 
wr * uppor decaying Natore m made; "i 8 
or ſhe grows weary near her journey's end. | 
Where are tay ſons ? Come near, my Polydore! . 
Your brother ! where's Caſtalio ? 3 
Serv. My lord, 3 
I've ſearch'd, as —_ cd. all the houſe! - 
He and Monimia are not to be found. 
Acaſt. Not to be found! then where are all my 
oh 3 Far pac p 45 
ey: 22 an unhappy fault 
r infirmity- * "8 K 
Death could not come in a more welcome hour! 
For Lm prepar'd to meet him; and, methinks, 
Would live and die with all my friends about me. 
Later Caſtalio. | 
Caft. Angels preſerve my deareſt father's Life! 
Bleſs it with long uninterrupted days! 
Oh! may he live till Time itſelf, 


Till good 1 or 1 bot EY 
Thank you, Caftalio me your 
And 2 ap. 1 walk: > gory methinks, 
I appear as 5 as Hercules hunſelf, 
Supported by the pillars he had rais'd. 
Cafe. 1 3 your chaplain. 
the good man enter. 


ad Lins ! 


Aca I haye provided for thee, if I die : 
No fabning t“ tis a ſcandal to thy office. 
My fons, as thus united, ever live; 

And for th' eſtate, you ou'll find, when I am dead, 
I have divided it betwixt you 


Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my love OS 
Only to ſweet Monimia I've 2 7 


23 T H E "ORPHAN, 


To wed her honourably, as the's born. 
Be not leſs friends becauſe you're — © ſhun + 
© The man * ad wares ie mind's unſound, a 
His {| his brains; but above | 
< Avol the politic, "the faAous fool, | 
© The buſy, buzzing, harden'd knave. 
© The qui#idt ſmooth agui 
Calls ſaucy loud fa 
And mutiny the 2 ape I - 
© Be very careful how you bbc wi friends. 
© Men read not morals now; was a Cuſtom : 
© But all are, to. their father” 5 vices berny 
dane be 'the | 4 th by do, 
© Let marna the 14% ma 
For all the Bis and follies of ror Foo : 
If you have children, never give them knowledge ; ; 
T will ſpoil their fortune: fools are all the faſhion : 
If yoy've religion keep it to yoarfelves s — 
n Atheiſts will 4 make uſe Fa 
© And laugh you out on't: never ſhew »lipion, | 
< Except you mean to past for knaves of conſcience, 
And cheat at believichy fools that think ye honeſt.” 
Ester Serma. . 
Ser. My father! 


Acaft. My heart's darling ! 
Ser. Let my knees | 
Fix to the earth. Ne'er let my eyes have reſt, 
But wake and w till Hen vn reſtore my father. 
Acaft. Rue 2 and thy End pray'rs ate 
anſwer'd. * | 
For thou'rt a wond'rous extra of all 8. 
Born for my joy, and ve pain 's en hes near thee. 


Chamont! 

| Boer Ohamont. 
Cham. My lord, may't proye not "Y luck omen! 5 

Many I ſee are waſting round about ** | 

And I am come afk à U 
Acaft. May'ſt thou be happy 1 
Cham. Where? 
Acaft. In all thy wiſhes. - 
Cham. Confirm me'fo, and make this Pait-bnle mine: 

I am unpractis id in the trade'of cart, 

And know-not how to deal love out 'with-iirt: - 


"i 


My friends, 
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Qnſets in love ſeem beſt like thoſe in war, 
Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the force; 
So I would open my whole heart at once, 
And pour out the abundance of my foul. 
AHeaft. What ſays Serina ? Canft thou love a ſoldier ? 
One born to honchr, and to honour bred ? | 
One that has learnt to treat e en foes with kindneſs ; 
To. no good man's fame, nor praiſe himſelf ? 
Ser. Gh! name not Love, for that's ally'd to Joy, 
And Joy muſt be a ſtranger to my heart, 


When you're in danger. May Chamont's good- ſortune 
Render him lovely to ſome ha pier maid ! 


Whilſt I at friendly diſtance ſee him bleſt,. 
Praiſe the kind Gade, and wonder at his virtues. 


Ac . urſo h con „ and {5 her, 
1 ſon, a . 2%, my fortune * 


Shall be thy lot. 
rig, man of "RY 
wanton, 2 


But keep thy eyes from 

Bewaze the | 
Shun 8 W like a vulture, - 
Waits on their i too 3 * buſineſs, 
They 1 MAE beauty Penne e 


Uſe falſe by wc) {pct Gals bet love em, 


And wh , to huſbands 
They bring tally vir ras dnt avs tad — 
2 fp my 88 "TH 


Mon. 

Pol. Yes, manor, 1.0 

Acaſt, . you told e * that 

you 3 

Are you yet ſatisfy? that m your friend? 

Ghem. M ee an, 
For any ble = can rol 0 
have u. 


e 120 
They ne'er ſhall vex me more nor trouble 

thank you. Daughter, pau mult do o ſo too 
tis late: 
e ' 


Ae. 
Now my dilarder ſec ms * 


2 


Ang. J, 2 nw new health. - | ook 
. Would you hut re, it D 
2 2 Fes men muf dann, 


Let me have 5 2 to lat and chaſe 


This melancholy thought « aways oth 7 
3 * 


30 „„ R P H A N. 
Good- night, "op friends! Heav'n guard ye all! Good- 
night | 
— carly we'll ſalute the hay, | 
Find out new pleaſures, and redeem loſt tim. 
(S xexnt all bat Chamont and Chaplain. 
Cham. Hit, iſt, Sir Gravity, 2 word with you. 
Chap. Wich me, Sir! 
Cham. If you're at leifure, Sir, well waſte an hour: 
Tis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and *twill be PROWY 
To lend your converſation to a ſtranger. 
| Chap. Sir, you're a foldier ? | 
Cham, Yes. 
Chap. I love a foldtery”"— —© 
And had been one myſelf, but that e 
Would make me what you ſee me : 2 Im — 
For all I wear black. 
Cham, And that's a 3 


| . Have you had long dependance on this family? ES 
Chap. I'have not 1 ht it ſo, becauſe my times 


Spent pleafantty. My lord's not haughty nor imperious, 
Nor I pravely ien; ere Er Rav 
And I have manners: © * 
His ſons too are civil to me, becauſe SHALL Bu 
I do not to be wiſer than they are; * 2 

I med dle with no man's buſineſs but my own S . 


I riſe in a morning early, ſtudy moderately, 


Eat and drink cheerfully, live ſoberly, _ k 
Take my innocent freely z 

So meet with reſpect > and. y ow the jet. of the family, 
_ Cham. I'm 14 5 2 

A pleaſant keller dd 2 may be uſefal. LA. 


Knew you my father, the old Clement? | 
| "Chap. I did, and was'moſt ſorry when we loſt him. 
Cham. Why, did thou love him? 
- Chap. Ev'ry body Tov'd him 3 beſides he was my 
maſter's friend. 
. Cham. I could embrace thee for that very notion. 
If. thou didſt love my father, I could think 
Thou woud*'ſt not be an enemy to me. 
_ Chap. 1 can be no man's foe. 
Cham. Then prythee tell me, 
Think'f thou the ord Caſtalio loves my ſiſter? 
* Nay, never ſtart. 2 come, I know thy m_ . 
Opens 


F 
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* Opens thee all the ſecrets of the family. 8 
© Then, if thou'rt honeſt, uſe this freedom my * 

Chap. Love ſiſter! K | 

Cham. Ay, love her! | n. 

© Chap, . 77 I neyer aſk'd him; 
And wonder you mould ak it me. 

Cbam. Nay, but thou'rt an hypocrite: : is there not 

& 
Of all thy tribe that's honeſt in pont ſchools ? ? 
* The pride of your ſuperiors makes ye flaves: * 
Ve all live Joathlojke ſneaking, ſervile lives; 
© Not free enough to eng e truth, | 
Tho' ye pretend to tea e the world. 
Car I would deſerve à better thought from yon. 

8 cog If thou wouldſt have me not 9 [thy 

ce 5 | 
And character, think all thy teien Bunves, A 
: Thy trade à cheat, and WOW ie world — LO IR 
Inform me; for I tell thee, Prieſt, P11 

Chap. Either he loves her, Or. he much has wrong'd 

her. 

—_— How wrong'd her? date x care, Xr 
A ſcene * miſchief to undo us alt 1 . 
But tell me, wrong d ber] ſaidſt thou 4th S * 

Chap. Ay, Sir, Wrong'd her. 

Cham. This is a ſecret worth a monareh's Aetone i : 
What ſhall T give thee for't! thou dear phyfician 
Of fickly ſouls, unfold this riddle, to me, 

And comfort mine——— © © k 4-1 

Chap. I would hide nothing * you willingly. 
© Cham. 'Nay, then again OTE Honeſt. Wonen 

thou tell me? | 
© Chap. Ves, if I durſt. % 
: * - Cham. Why ? what aſrights wee? | 
Chap. You do, 
. Why add be truſted with the ſecret. 
, * Cham. Why, I am no fool. | 
Chap. So indeed you fay. 

0 8 Prythee be ſerious chew. 

© Chap. You ſee Tamſo, © : 5 
And hardly ſhall be mad enough to- night | 
To truſt you with my ruin. ; n 
B 4 "> 7 0 on 


1 * 


4 % & '® 


xp 
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© Cham. Art thou then 

80 far concern'd in it? What has been thy office? 

« Curſe on that formal ſteady villain's face | | 

* Juſt ſo do all bawds look; nay, bawds, they ſay, 

Can pray upon occasion, talk of Heav' _' Ki | 

Turn up their goggling eye- balls, rail at vice, 

Diſſemble, lye, preach like any prieſt. 

Art thou a bawd ? | 1 
* Chag. Sir, I'm not often us d thus. ; 
Cham. Be juſt then. 4 g ; 
* Chap. 8 ſhall be to the truſt "= 

That's laid me.. | 
Cham. By the.zeverenc'd: ſoul 

Of that, honeſt. man that gave me being, 

Tell me but what thou know ſt concerns my honour. 

And if e'er I reveal it to thy wrong, 

May this good ſword ng er do me right in battle! 

May I ne'es kao that bleſſed peace of mind, 
T by dwells in and pious men like thee | 


Cas. Lice your remper's mov'd, and Iwill traſt you. 
Cham. Wilt 12 2 


r 

| Cham. It never ſhall. 

© Chap. then. . . 
Cham. FER 


Chap. a; Then this good day, when alt the hoaſe was 
When mint and kind n | 


| 
| 


| rejoicing GPA nt comm 
| As I was in the grove, I met them. 
| Cham. What! met them inthe grove t * tell me 


flew, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, hab | 
Chap. 1, by her own appointment, met = there, 


Receiv'd their marriage-vows, and join'd their hands. 
Cham. How! marry'd 7 


Chap. Ves, Sir. 
Cham. Then my ſoul's at peace: 
But why would you ſo long delay t to > abs it? 
Chap. Not knowing- what reception it may find 
With old Acaſto; may be I was too cantious | 
To truſt the ſecret from me. 
Cham. What's the cauſe 


I cannot 


I cannqt g 


e . 


„ theingh tie my fiſter's honour, 
J db nat like this — 
Huddled i' th' dark, done at too much yenturs; 
The buſtnefs looks with an un face. 
Keep ſtill the ſeertt ; for it ne er 
Not ev'n to them, the new<nt#tch'd 
Believe my truth, and know we for 
Zuter Caſtalio end . 

Caſt. Young Chamont and the chapltin! ſure ds hey! 
No matter 2 's contniv'd, or who conſulted, - 
Since my Monimin's mane ; though this fad look 
Seems, ho omen to her blils ; 
Elſe prythee tell me why that look caſt down ? 
Why that ſad figh as if thy heart was breaking ? 
Mon. Caſtalio, I am thinking what we've done : 
The heavenly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd to-day ; 
For at the c as we ſtood, 

'> with mine; 


And as your hand was kindly join 
— n goo — 2 pronounc'd is ferred winds, 
and I could not forbear, | 
Tear goon. wry. my eyes, and trembling 4 my ſoul, 
What ſhou'd that mean? 
Caft. Oh, thou art tender all! | 
Gentle and kind as ſympathiſing Nature 
* When a ſad ſtory has been told, I've ſeen 4 
Thy little breaſts, with foft all' d, 
« Shove up and down, and heave like dying birds; 
But now let fear be baniſh'd, tak no mere 
Of danger; for there's ſafety in m a, 
Let them receave thee : Heav'n grows jealous now; 
Sure ſhe's tag goed for any mottal creature ! 
I cou'd grow wild, and praile thee ey'n to madneſs.” 
by wherefore do I dally wich my bliſs ? | 
ht's far ſpent, and day draws. on apace ; 
To bel, my e and walks ll Tone ther. wh." 
17 So hot, my brother? [Polydore at the Door. 
Mon. "Twill be impoſſible: 


© » 
* 


You know your father's chamber's next to mine, 


And the leaſt noiſe will certainly alarm him. 


Caft. Impoſũble ? impoſſible ? alas ! 


Is' t pofſfible to live one hour without thee ? | 


Let me behold theſe eyes: they'll tell me truth. 


1 Has thou no laaging ? Art thou fill the ſame 


_ {| Cold, 
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But ſpeak not the leaſt word; for if you 


Thought 


Cold, icy virgin? No] thou'rt alter d quite: 

5 Haſte, haſte to bed, and let looſe all thy wiſhes.” 
Moen. *Tis but one night, my lord; I pray be rul'd- 
Caft. Try if th'aſt power to ſtop a flowing tide, 

Or in a tempeſt make the ſeas be calm; 

And when that's done PIl conquer my defires : 


No more, my blefling ! What ſhall be the ſign ? . 


When ſhall I come? for to my joys PII ſteal, 
As if I ne'er had paid my for them. * 
Moz. uſt three ſoft ſtrokes upon the chamber door; 
And at CL L Se. 
ou” 
"ol ſurely heard, .and all will be betray'd. 
Cafe. Oh! doubt it not, Monimia; our Joys 
Shall be as filent as the ecſtatic bliſs 
Of ſouls, that by intelligence canverſe : 
Immortal — mall our ſenſes drown, 
all be loſt, and every power difſoly'd ! 
Away, my love « firſt take this kiſs. Now haſte: 
as. for that to come, yet grudge. each minute paſt. 
F [Er Mon. 


My brother wand'ring too fo late this way? 
Pol: Caſtalio | 
Caft. My Polydore, how doſt thou? 
Haw os one father ? is he ater, a ?. 
Po him happy d to 
He's ſtill as gay as if bis life w _=—— 
But how does fair Monimia ? | 
Cafe. Doubtleſs well ; &.:Y 
A cruel Beauty with her conqueſt leas'd 
Is always j „ and her mind in health. / 
Pol. Is ſhe the ſame Monimia ftill ſhe was? 
May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal mould? 
Cat. She's not woman elſe : 
Tho” I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping ; ; 
We've in a barren deſart ſtray'd too long. 
Pol. Yet may relief be une found, 
And Love's ſweet manna cover all the field. 
Met ye to-day ? . - 
Caf. No; "ſhe has till avoided me: 
Her brother too is jealous of her grown, 
And has been hinting ſomething to my father : 
ECC the matter 5 4 
£ n 


+a 


TH28-1i 0 RB HAATNG af: 
And wou'd enjoin thee, 5 | 


Pol. To what? _ 
Caft. To _ — Beauty to herſelf. 
Pol. What e?- as ſoon I'd 1 ry po 


In fight, and 1 — — | 
No, by: my ftars, I'll chaſe her till the yaelds 
To me, or mects het reſcue in wether. 
Caft. Nay, ſhe has beauty that might ſhake. the 


leagues 

Of mighty Kin , and ſet the world at odds : 

But I have won reaſons on my fide, ' 

That wou'd perſuade thee, were they known. 
Pol. Then ſpeak em: 

What are they ? Cant vs-iechob withiow here 

To learn em now ? Caſtalio, have a care; 

Uſe honeſt dealing with a friend and brother. 

Believe me, I'm not with my love ſo blinded, 


But I can diſcern your rr 


* 


Vou love capitulations, Palpdere,.. * 
And but upon conditions would oblige me. 

Pol. Tony . reaſons ; * are (they. | con- 

a 'd ? | 

.Caft. To-morrow I. may tell vou. 

% Pol. Why not ww? | 

« Caſt.” cis a matter of ſuch circumſtance, 
As I muſt well conſult ere I reveal. - - 

But prythee ceaſe to think. I wou'd 2 thee, - 
Till more be know. 

Pol. When you, Caſtalio, ceaſe 
To meet Monimia unknown to me, 
And then deny it laviſhly, I'll ceale 
To think Caflalio faithleſs to his fiend ; 

Did I not ſee you part this very moment ? 

Cafe. It ems you've = then ? 

C rythee avoid a. ou may*| repent. 

2 That is henceforth A leagues rep you. 

Caf. Nay, if ye're angry, Polydore, good- night. 


1 
Pol. Good-ni he, Caftalio, if ye're in ſuch 
* little thinks I've r th' appointment: 


But 


M: roa 
But to his chamber's 
Then come and take Poſſeſſion ery — 
This is the utmoſt poiut — of my Love 
Or how ſhe muſt, ar never can be mine. 
Oh! for a means nom how-to counterplot, 
And diſappoint this happy eider brother: 
In ev'ry thiog we do or snderrake, 

He ſoars above me, mount what 
And keeps the r me in 


Cordelio ! 
"Bates Page. 
"GO hither, boy ! 


Than haſt & forward fee, 
And may ſt 15 has ing for, canſt thee. 
Pretend to e and flatter 
Th maſt e ate al ho p _—— | 
| age y I could do 7 
And ever be a very faithful «hr 1 
Command, whate er's your pleaſure TT obſerve; 
Be it to run, or watch, or td ,L 
A letter to a beuurebus lady's baſom ; ER 
At leaſt, I am not dull, and ſebn ſhould learn. | 
Pol. Tis pity then thou ſhould'ſt not be * 
Go to my brother, he's in Ris chamber no- 
Undreſſing, and preparing for his reſt; 
Find out ſome means to Key him up awhile: 
Tell him a pretty ſtory — may leaſe \ 
His ear: invent a tale, no matter what : 
If he ſhould aſ of me, tell I'm gone 
To bed, and ſent you there to know bis pleaſure, 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. Well faid, Polydore, 
Diſſemble with thy brother | that's one 1 
But do not leave him till he's in His 
Or if he chance to walk again this way, 
Follow, and do net quit Hm, but ſeem foad F 
To do him little offices, of ſervice. 
Perhaps #t laft it m offer him ; then - 
Re tire, and wait tilt I come in. Away: 
Succeed | in this, and be em loy's again. 
Page. Doubt not, my lord: he has been always kind 
To me; would often ſet me on his knees, 
Then give me ſweet-meats, call me pretty boy, 


O R Fd H as N 


bet Can, 
int 


And 


Breſt 
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And aſk me what the taaids talk'd of at nights. 
Pol. Run quackly then, and proſp'rous be thy wiſhes. 


Here I'm alone, and © for miſchief z no, © 
To cheat his brother, wilt be honeſt that? 

I heard the fign ſhe ordered ham to give. 
Oh for the art of Proteus but to change 
Th' unhappy Polydore to bleſt Caftalio ! 
She's not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her arms as well as he. 
Then when Pm dy paſſeſt of more 
Than ſenſe can think, alt lopſen'd into joy, 
To hear my diſappomted brother come, iS 
And give unregarded fignal ; Oh 

What a malitious pleaſure will that be ! 

Juſt three foft ſtrokes againſt che chamber door, 
Burt ſpeak not the leaſt word, for if you ſhoatd, 
It's ſurely heard, and we are both betray'd. 
How L a miſtreſs that conti j . 
With care ro lay the buſaneſs of her joys þ 
One that has wit to charm the very tout 
And give a doable reliſt to delight! | 
ns, aſſiſt me but in f dear hour, 
And my kind ſtars be but propmions now, 
Dutpole of me hereafter as you pleaſe | 
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Monimia ! Monimia! | | Gian the pu. 
Ae, WIC EEE 7 JON 
Maid. My lord Caſtalio ? 
Pal. The fame; 
How does my love, my dear Manimia ? 
e | 
She wonders much at your unkind delay; 


You've ſtrid ſo long that at each little noiſe 
The wind but makes, the aſks if you are coming. 
Pol. Tell ker I'm here, and let the door be open'd. 


. 1 | [ Maid deſcends. 
Now doaft, Caſtalio, triumph now and tell | 


Thyſelf ſtrange flories of a promis d bliſs ! 


It opens: Ha! what means my trembling fleſh} / 
Limbs, do your office, and fu me well, 


Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. [Exir. 
| 2 Enter 
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. -, 46:14 Caſtalio aud Page. TTY 
| Indesd, my lord, twill be a lovely morning; 
et us hunt. 1 
Go, you're an 
Cap. 8 
Thinks fit, 1 go leave me, 


I muſt . 

Page. Fl wait upon lordſhip, - 

If Gy think fit, and pg pon to | 
by a No, my kind , the Night is too far waſted ; 

My ſenſes are quite di 'd of | 

And ready all with me to go to reſt. 

 Good-night : commend me to my brother. 
Page. Oh! | 

You never heard the laſt new ſong I learn'd 

It is the fineſt, prettieſt 8 | 

Of my lord and. my | 2 20 that were 

ca 5 

Together, 1 where. My lord, indeed 3 it is. 

aft. N 9— _ 
ſongs. as thoſe are. oe dd 4-4 

What means this boy's impertinence to-night ? 


Page. Why, what muſt I fing, pray, my dear lord? 


Cafe. Pſalms, child, pſalms. 
Page. Odear me! boys that to ſhool learn plas: 
» ling lampoons. 


But pages, that are better b 
Caf. Well, leave me; I'm Weary. 

Page. Oh! but you promiſed me, laſt time I told 500 
what colour my lady Monimia's ſtockings were of, and 
that ſhe garter'd —— above knee, that you would give 
me a little horſe to go a hunting upon, ſo you did. I'll 
tell you no — __ you keep your word with 
me. 

Caf. Well, go, you trifler, and to-morrow aſk' me. 

Page. Indeed, my lord, I can't abide to leave * 
Coft. Why, wert thou. inſtructed to attend me 

Page. No, no, indeed, my lord, I was not: 

But, I know what: I know. | > - {[mean! 
Caft. What doſt thou know ? death | what can all this 
Page. Oh! I know who loves ſomebody. 
Ca. What's that to me, boy? | 
Page. Nay, I know who loves you too. 

Cop. That's a wonder! prithee tell it me. 


Pag 
Pray 
PU 


Yous: 
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Page. ri -I know who— but will 
You give me the horſe then ? * 

Cafe. I will, my child. 

Page. It is my Lady Monimia, look you, but don't 
you tell her I told you > ſhe'll give me no more play- 
things then. I heard her fay fo, as the lay a bed, 
man. 

Caf. Talk'd the of the when in her bed, Cordelio? 
Ves; and 1 ſang her the ſong vou made too 3 
did ſo ſigh, and look with her eyes; 

And her breaſts ſo lift up and down, © could. have 
ound bn Wy Befet 3 Kev6:beut oat, for they made me 
aſham'd. 

Cafe. Hark ! What's that noiſe } 

You knav be gone, * · M 
ou knave, you little flatterer, Ex. Pa 
232 
is huſh'd, as Nature were retir d, 


Pa 
And 


: And the perpetial — flanding ill 


So much ſhe from her work appears to ceaſe, 

And ev'ry element's at peace; 

All the wild A Had. are in the coverts.couch'd ;, 

The Fiſhes to their bank or ouze =. | 

And to the murmurs of the waters 

The —_— Air's at reſt, and feels no noiſe, 

Except of ſome ſoft breaths among the trees, 

Rocking the harmleſs Birds to reſt upon em. 

"Tis now that, guided by my Love, I _— . 

To take poſſeſſion of Monimia's arms. 

Sure Polydore's by this time gone to bed. | 

At midnight Mes the Us'rer ſteals untrack' d. 

To make a viſit to his hoarded gold, 

And feaſts his eyes upon the ſhining mammon. [ Knocks. 
She hears me not; ſure ſhe already = 

Fer wiſhes could not brook ſo long delay, 

And her poor heart has beat itſelf to reſt. [| Knocks, 


© Monimia! my an 1—hah—not yet— [Knocks again 
How Jong's the forieſt moment of delay, 
1a atient of its pangs like mine 
In fight of eaſe, "op panting to >the goal ;“ [ Erocks 
Once more 


again. 


Maid. 
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Maid. Who's there 


That comes thus rudely — our roſe? 
Caft. Tis I. 


Man. Who ate 
gu 


you? what's your name ? 
Ca,. fe the Lord Caſtalia 

Maid. I you not. 

The Lord Caſtalio has no buſineſs here. 

Cas. Hah! have a tare! what can this enn? 
Whoe'er thoa art, Ie thee 16 Monimis fy : 
Tell her Pan here, aud wait upon my doom. 
Maid. Whoe'er you are, ye may tepent this outrage: 

Lady maſt not be diſturb'd. * ! 
Caft. She muſt ! tell her ſhe ſhall! 4 in haſte | 
And bring her tidings from tlie ſtate 
Th' are all in conſu 1 ORE 
How to reward my truth, and crema her vows. 

Maid. Sure — man's mad ! | 

Caft. Or this will make me fo ; 
Obey me, or, by all the wirengs I ſuffer, 
P11 ſcale the window, and came in by forte, 
Let the ſad conſequence be what it will! 
This creature's folly makes me mad! 

Maid. My Lady's auſwer is, you may "EF 
She ſays ſhe knows you : you are Polydore, 
Sent by Caftalio, as you were to-day, 
T' affront and do her violence again. 

Caft. PH not believe”t. 

Cafe. ' Curſes blaſt thee! 

Maid. Well, tis a fine cool ning! and I dope 
May cure the raging fever in your blood ! | 
Geog anne | 

Ca. And farewell all that's juſt in woman! 

This is contriv*d, a ſtudied trick to abufe 
My eaſy nature, and torment my mind! | 
F Sure how the in bound me fait, and means to lord it, 
© 'To rein me hard, and ride me at her will; 
»Till by dep rees ſhe ſhape ine into fool, | 
For all her Sas uſes.* Death and torment ; 
"Tis impudence to think my ſoul will bear it! 
Oh ! I could grow even wild, and tear my hair! 
Tia well, Monimia, that thy empires ſhort ! 
Lt but to-morrow, but to-morrow come, 


And 


% 
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7 
And try if all thy arts appeaſe m 
"Till how be th derade place my bel. [Lies Sinves 


Where I will ruminate on woman's Hls ; 
* h at myſelf, and curſæ th inconftaas fer- | 
leſs Monimia! O Monimia | 
1 Enter Erneſto. 
Ern. Either 


My ſenſe has been deluded, or this way 

F heard the foun of Sorrow; ; *ris late night, 

a none whoſe minds at peace would wander NOW. 
. Who's there? = 


7, rn. A Friend. i 
Cat. If thou art fo, retire, 
e e be | "nga ir 7 
ru aſtalie Laxd, w MF pekure, 
$tretch'd on the ground? your haneſt true ald ſervant, 


Your Erneſto, cannot A t 


RTE ou. 
As by thy honeſty thou ſeem'h * 


Once leave me to-my foll 11221 
Era. I can't leave you, N 5 

And not the Wee of your Abenden _ 

Remember how, when young, I in my ara 


Have oft you in OY 
ave en borme you, pleas you your pl 


And ſought an early ſhare in your 
Do not diſeard me now, but let me ſarve 
Caft. Thou cank nat ſerve me. 
oy = SD AIM 
a cauſe my 
Are full of woman ; thou, poor wreteh, _ dem. 
Era. I hate the ſex. 12 
Caft. Then Fm thy friend, Rrveſte l PEPE: (ie: 
I'd leave the wade bor binn: cher baths a woman ! 
Woman, the fountain of all human fraxlty ! 
What mighty ills have not been done by Woman ? 
Who was't betray'd the Capital? A Weman ! 
Who loſt Mark Anthony the World ? A Woman! 
Who was the cauſe of a long ten years war, 
And laid at laſt old Troy in athes ? Woman! 
Deſtructiue, damnable, deceinful Woman | 
Woman to Man firſt as a bleſing giv'n; 
nnn... ]... 


Jen. | 


Happy 


* 
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Happy a while in Paradiſe they n 

But quickly woman long' d to go aſtray: 

Some fooliſh new adventure needs muſt prove, 

And the firſt Devil ſhe ſaw ſhe chang' d her love; 

To his temptations lewdly the inclin'd 

Her ſoul, and for an Apple damn'd Mankind. L Eau. 


aer . SCENE 2 , 


, l caſto folus. 1 
LEST bk mating at he has hes he me health.! 
A happy reſt nag 8 
And P11 it, ere not well — 
A heavy me choly clogs my heart; ( 
I droop and figh, I know not why. Dark dreams, 


Sick Fancy's children, have been over-buſy, 

And all the night play'd | farces in my brains : 
Methought I the mid-night raven cry; 

Wak'd with th' imagin'd noiſe, my curtain ſeem'd M 

To ſtart, and at m feet my. ſons — 

Like ghoſts, Mot 1 and ſtiff: 1 firove to ip eak, 

But evald not: ſuddenly 7 5 

And ſeem'd to vaniſh i in a 

*Twas odd, and for preſent y > Gn my thoughts ; 

But *twas thꝰ effect 4 diſte d blood ; 

And when the health's diſturb d, the mind's unruly. 

Enter Polydore. | 

Good morning, Polydore. 1 

Pol. Heav'n keep your lordſhip. - 

© Heap, Have you BEE Caltalio-to-day r — 

Pol. My tis early day: he's — >| 

Acaſt. Gan e. 

| [Exit Poly 


I cannot think-all has gone welt * 4h 
For as I waking lay (and ſure my ſen 

Was then my own) methought I heard my fon 
Caſtalio's voice; but it-ſeem'd low and mournful : !. 
Under my window too I thought I heard iti: 
M' ani Lox fancy could not be deceiv'd ne 
In every thing; and I will ſearch the truth out. 


Pp ” 


Tuter 
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Enter Monimia and her Maid. | 
5 up, Monimia ! you roſe 11 

Thus early ſurely to outſhine the day ! | 

Or was there any thing that croſs'd — reſt? 

They were naughty e that weuld not let you 


2 Whatever are my cos , my lord, I've learnt 
our example to correct ile, | 
morn and evening give up the account. { 
2 Your pardon, ſweet one, I upbraid you not 3 
Or if I would, are ſo I could not. 
Though I'm deceiv'd, or you're mote fair to-day; 
For Beauty's heighten'd in your cheeks, and all 
* Your charms ſeem up, and in your eyes. 
* Mon. The little ſhare I have's vo en, 


That it r 
C Though you, my Lord, ſhould moſhof all 8 
To give it too much , and niake me proud. 
. Proud of an old man 's praiſes! No, Monimia | 
* But if my prayers con wank Gpnigny gone. | 
Thou hate uud Wut the 14 ſhare of 
Heard you no noiſe to-night? 
Man. Noiſe! my good Lord! N 
Hcaft. About midnight. 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, lie 
Acaſf. You muſt & fore! went you early to yobr ref? 
Mor. About the wonted hour. Why this enquiry? _ 


L. 


Hecaft. od went 4 went your 


Mon. gueſs ſo; 
I've Zia Hs her 


Ata. Tae gle ene ne nant th aint, 
Pl — enquiry made through all the houſe, 
But Pl find out the cauſe of theſe diſorders. 
Good day to thee, Monimia-——T'11 to chapd). 
Exit Acaſto, 

Mor. 1 289 K 
And wa ones — _ 1 0 ; 
r the us 3 

My poor — — 1 dl 
T Sender thoogh be made ſac haſte to leave me: 
Was't not unkind, Florella ? ſurely twa ! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting word. 


den indie 3 
orders. 
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But went away ſo cold; the kiſs he gave me, 
Seem'd the forc'd compliment of fated love. 
Would I had never marry'd! | 

Maid. Why ? TE 
Me. Metin 

The ſeene's quite alter'd ; I am not e the 8 
Pre bound up for myſelf a'weight of cares, 
Aud hew the] burden will be borne, none knows. 
A huſband may be jealous, Tight, falſe ! 
Aad ſhould Caſtalio c'er me 6g | 
So tender is my heart, ſo nice 

*T would rain and diſtract my id oo over. 
| Maid. Madam, he's coming. 

Mon. Where, Florella? where + 
Is he returning t Fo my chamber lead; . 
I'll meet him there : M ayfteries of our love 
Should be ; as reſigrous nes, - 


t 1 keen Monimia and Maid. 
3 TIT E a Chamber. 
Enter Catall p 
Caft, Wiſh'd morning's come | And. now vpen the 


plains 

And tiſtont mountains, bers they feed their flocks, 
The happy ſhepherds leave their honiely huts, 
And wah TE has pipes the new-born Bay. 

© The luſty ſwain comes with his well-fill'd ſcri 
Of healthfabviands,- which, when hunger calls, 
With much content and be ents, WT 
To follow in the eld his daily toil, 

And drefs the grateful glebe, chat bete, him he. 4 
© 'The beaſts, that under thr — ſept, 

- ns F are = 
© An neighb res, 
© The 3 bid their fellow . | 
The chearful binds too, on the tops of trees, 
Aſſemble all in choirs, and with their notes 
Salute and webcome up the fun. 
There's no condition fare fo _—_ as mine, 
I'm married! *Sdeath-! Fm Haw like # dog 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a F chain's 7 
Monimia! O Mommizt i > 2 * 


Enter 
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Enter —— 
8 I come ! 


I fly to my ador'd Caſtalio's arms, 
1 May ev'ry morn begin... 

Like this ; and with our da $ our 

Now. I may hope yare 


Cafe. I am 
Well ſatisfy'd, that then — — 
Mon. What? ſpeak : 
Art thou not well, Caftalio ? Come lean 
Upon my breaſt, tell mt where's thy, pan L , 
Caf. Tis here dig in m heads tis in my heart ; 
"Tis every where it rages hike. a . c 
And. I mot wonder how my oy i 1 is 
s Nay, wonder not, Monimia..” i 20 . 
« You thought yau had ſeeur'd wah 
Is grown à rebel, and has-broke Ri Thain, 
c And nom he walks there Jike e lord: at. | 
Mas. Am b-not thes your wife, your lov? Monimia? 
I once was ſo, or I've moſt in pans. 
What ails my love Ff ' of 6 1 
ch. Whats er thy dreams have been, 2 
Thy waking thonghts ne er meant Caſtalio well. 
No more, — of your ſex's art: 
They're uſeleſs all : I'm net that 
That neceſſary utenſil you'd make me 
I know my charter better Len man, 
Obſtinate man ; and will not be enſlav d. 
| Mon. You: ſhall not fear't : r 
I'll ever 8 — pure 
Nor ever any p 1 
Beyond your will: for that ſhall de my laws; . 
Indeed I will not. 
Caft. Nay, 1 * u ſhall not. Medams 
By yon bright Heav'n, 2 ſhall not: all abe dy 
P11 play the tymut, aad atnight foriake thee; _ [ 
Pill by afli@308s,. and contina'd carce,, | 
I've worn thee to a homely houſhold drags | 
Nay, if 'verazy too, thow tale /be made. 
Subſervient to all: W * 
For thou haſt wrong'd Callatio. Coord Y 
Men. No more: | 


on”; .... 


® 
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Oh kill me here, or telt me my offence !. ; 
Pll never quit you elſe; but on theſe knees, 
Thus follow you all day, *till they're worn bare, 


| And hang upon you io © drowning" crearue. 5 
i" Caſftalio! | L 
Caft. Away! laſt ight, laſt night! ; 


Mon. It was aur g-night. 

1 Caft. No more! forget it. | 

i Mon. Why ages ; * M 

Th! Caft. I do. 194% | | -- 

i | Mon. O Heaven! A 
And will not leave me thus l Help, help. Floreila! 

THe Her to the door, and breaks from ber. 

Help me to hold this yet loy'd cruel man 

Oh, wy Re Pm dying ! Oh !—* ftand off! 

'.& an's weakneſs ! ſtill, 
Need, br heart ſwell ou, 

Till with its injuries it burk, and ſhake, 

With the dire blow, this prifon-ro'the Earth! | 
* Maid. t fad" miſtake has been the cauſe of 

15 , x 
+ Mon.? Caftalio! Oh! how often has he fore. . 

Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 

rr ay we rg wb wk 12 a 

Make haſte, Confuſion, then! Sun, loſe thy light, . 

And Stars drop dead with ſorrow to the Rarth, 

For my Caſtalio's falſe ! - | 
Maid. U day!? | 
Mon. Falſe as the Wind, Wm, crcbe Wentker! 

Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling prey ! 

I feel him in my: bd he tears my heart, 

AF 

Muſt I be long in pain! 

Enter Chamont. 5 

Cham. In tears, "Monimia! ' - . 

Mon. Whoe'er thou „ ps ot 

Leave me alone to my belov'd Deſpair t- 

| ; Cham. Og IE! and fee who comes to chear 

| thee 

Fog? gu bor of thy wrongs, and then 

2 e juſtice, | 


q Cham. Yes, _— if thou think'f 
3 


** — 


4 
' 
"y 


an 


3 + an chas dende ai t 


In one another : two unhap 
Alas! we are; 1 men Te ther bee. 
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That I deſerve the name, I am "y brother. 1 
Men. O Caflalio!. 4, | =o 
Cham. Ha N 

Name me that name again! my ſoul's on fire 

Till I know all ! there's meaning in that name: a 

I know he is th huſband: ore truſt me 

With all the following truth | 
Moz. Indeed, 2 b 20 

There's nothin eee Tr" 

I'm often thus ſfeiz'd ſuddenly with * 

I know not Why. K 1 
Cham. You uſe me ill, Monimia : | MET IS 

And I might think with juftice moſt ſeverely | 

Of this unfaithful ps with your brother. 


Mon. Truly, I'm not to b ſuppoſe I'm fond 
And for what as much m ple other ? 
Should I upbraid the deareſt friend all 
For the fault? you would not do , would nou? 


Cham. Not if Id cauſe to 1 it was A friend. 


For every p 
Cham. 


What! | only anfies me with rears | Caſtalio 


Nay, ind Cl 
Y altalio ! ! Ist not ſo? 


Cruel, — | | 
Mon. I cannot ſpeak 6 Ha bers © Gt npon. me, 
It choaks, and wil not let me tell the cauſe. 

Oh! | 
Cham. My Monimis ! to my foul thou'rt ** 


As Honour to my name: dear as the be . 


by 
4 


To eyes but juſt reftor'd,, and heal'd 
Why ole ton not repoſe within my breaſt | 
The anguiſh that torments thee ? 1 
Mon. Oh ! I dare not. N 
Cham. I have no friend but thee : Tag EF confide 


mne ge. 1 


4 
| 
Pe ER. EE ũͤ ꝶ n — —  —_— — 


tt... li 


Has he 


Nothing ſo kind as he when in 


* 
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or Me that ſuffers. Ke 
ouldſt thou know the cauſe of ay: la- 
mentin 


I am ſatisfy'd, e 
© No more would ſt praife this hated beauty: but 
When in ſome cell diſtracted, as I ſhall be, 
© Thou ſeeſt me lie, rhefe ed locks 
© Matted like Furies treſſes ; my poor limbs 6 
Chain'd to the ground, and, 3 the delights 
Which happy lovers taſte, my k 8 108 

A bed of ftraw, and a coarſe w 
Of wretched ſuſtenance ; when , wn 4 
© Prithee _ pi for we: 


W „ 
Methinks it is a 
6 Mon, Oh! 


Clem. Secret is the grave. 
- Mn. o_ when Pre cold von, will | you keep your 
N 
Within its bounds? uin you not do ſore ru 


And horrid miſchief ? for indeed, Chamont; - . 


You would not think how hardly 1 have been uy'd 
From a near friend ? from one that has my ſoul. 
A flave, and therefore treats it like ke «tyrant 
Chan. I will be calm: but has C wrong'd thee ? 
waſted all his love? 
What has he done? quickly! for Fm all trembling 
With of a horrid tale | 
Mon. Oh! could you think x! 
Cham. What! © 
Mon. I fear hel] kill me. 
Cham. Ba! | 
Mex. Indeed I do: 
Which, if it Taft, Im ſure muſt 
Cham. What nas he done? 
Mon. Moſt barbarouſfy us d me: 
my arms! 
* In thoufand kiſſes, tender fighs and joys, 
Not to be thought , the night was waſted ;* 
At dawn of day he „ undd left his conqueſt. 
But when we met, and I with open arms 


ly eruel to me; 
my heart. 


Ran 


T8. 0: > Hat: 4a 


Ran to embrace the lord of all my wiſhes, 
Oh then! A 
Cham. Goon! 
Mon. He cbvew me from hs breaſt; 
Like a deteſted fin: 
Cham. How ! 
Mon. As I hung too 
Upon his, knees, and 
He dragg'd me like a ſlave upon the earth, 
And had no pity on my cries. 
Cham. How ! did he 
Daſh thee diſdainfully away with ſcorn ! 3 
Mon. He did! and more, I fear, will ne'er be 
friends, | 
0 Though I till love him with unbated paſſion,” | 
Cham. What, throw thee fro fro him 
Mon. Yes, indeed he did! » 
Cham. So may this arm 
Throw him to the earth, like's dead dog deſpis'd: : 
Lameneſs and 620 of blindneſs and lunacy, 
128 ſhame, p and the name of villain, 
Light on me, if, Caftalio, I forgive thee, _ 
on. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is! 
Didſt thou 2 me thou would'i be calm? 
_ Keep * 1 conceaP'd ? why ſhouldft thou kill 


By all my love, this ai ect u. Kit yeb 
Alas! I love him fill ! and though 1 neer 


Claſp him again within theſe longin * "þ 
er he goes. 


Yet blefs him, bleſs him (Gods!) | 
-  " Enter Acaſto. 
Acaft. Sure ſome ill fate is towards me: in my houſe 
I only meet with oddneſs and diforder: 
0 Each vaſſal has a wild diftrafted face, 
C 2 2 of Ja this a blockbead 
© In times u moment 
I met Caſtalio ©: 22h — <a | 
Cham. Then you met a villain 
Acaft. Ha! 
Cham. Yes, a villain! 
Acaft. Have a care, young Sol dier, | 
How thou' rt too buſy with 57 BY Ws 


I have a ſword, my — good old acquaintance, 


begg'd to kid the 1200 


= „ — 


* „ 
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Villain to thee N 
Cbam. Curſe on thy e ane, .- 
Which hinders me to ruſh upon thy throat, 
And tear up the root of that cuts? bramble 1” * 
Acaft. Ungrateful ruthan ! ſure my godd I” fed 
Was ne'er thy father! nothing of him's in thee ! 
What have I done in my unhappy age, 
To be thus us'd! I ſcorn to upbfaid thee, boy! 


But I could pat thee In remembrance 
Cham. Do! 


Acaſt. I ſcorn it . - 

Cham. No, I' calmiy hear che hs 
For I would fin know all, to ſee Which g 
Weighs moſt Ha! is not that: 0 edo! 
What have T done! can g forgiv e this * 

Acaft. Why, daft thoFak it! 

Cham. 'T was We rude o'erflowin 


Of too much paſſion: Pray, my T bete me. 


Acaft. Mock me not, youth! 1 can reveng 
Cham, I know it well; but for this, thoug = 
ity. a mad man's s frenzy, 'ahd' forget it. 


Pi 


Whence came the cauſe ? ATP SOR 
Cham. Indeed I've been to blame; 
© But In learn better; for you've been my "SORE : 
You've been her farher too 


Leaſt. Forbear the p — 
And let me know the ſubſtance of thy tale. 
Cham. You took her up a. little tender flower, 
Job ſproated on a bank, which the next froſt 
ad nipt; and with a careful Toying hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair 
Where the Sun always ſhines: there long 
Grew ſweet to ſenſe, and lovely to the eye, 
Till at the laſt a cruel ſpoiler came, 
Cropt this fair roſe, and rifled all its ſweetneſs, f 
Then caſt it like a loathſome weed away. 
Acaſt. You talk to me in parables, Chamcnt : 
You may have kiowh that Im no wordy man: 
Fi ine. + percha ate the inſtruments of knaves 


Or 


Kiel. 
e a Wrong. 
t of mine, 


Acaft. I will; but, henceforth, 5. pri thee be: ore, e ind. 
ies him. 


[Totes Monimia by the band. N 


R. dow it d. 1 


: 
4 
a 
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Or fools, that uſe em, when they want good-ſenſe : 
But hone | | 
Needs no iſguiſe nor ornament. Be plain. 
Cham. Your fonr———— TA 
Acaft. I've two; and both, 1 hope, have honour. 
Cham. I hope fo too but 
Acaft. 8 
Cham, I muſtinform you, 
on more, Caftalio! — 
Acaft. Still Caſtalio 
Cham. Yes: 
Your ſon 2 Pam g'd Monimia! 
Acaft. Ha - 
Cham. Marry'd her. 
Acaft. I'm ſorry tor't. 
. Cham. L © WM; 7 aa 
By yon bleſt Heav'n, there's not a lord | 
But might be to take her to hus heart. 
Acaft. I'll not deny't. 
Cham. You dare not, by the Gods, 
You dare not: all your family combin'd, 
In one damn'd falſhood to outdo Caſtabo, 
Dare not d 
Acaft. How has Caftalio wrong'd ber? 
Cham. Aſk that of him: I ſay, my fiſter's wrong'd: 
Monimia, my fiſter, born as hagh 
And 8 as Caſtalio Do her juſtice, 
Or, by the Gods, FU lay a ſcene of blood 
Shall i: this dwelling horrible to Nature. 
Pl do't: hark you, my lord, ſon, Caſtalio, 
Take him to your cloſet, and 
Acaft. You ſhall have Juſtice. 
Cham. Nay, I will have j ! | 
*Who'll ſleep in T 
My lord, PII not to repeat 
The cauſe of this; I I beg you (to preſerve 
Your houſe's honour) it of Caſtalio. 
Acaft. I will. 


— 


Cham. Till then farewell 
Acaft. Farewell, Fung boy. 
Men \ 
= k 2 are my daughter. 
25 Fn Cn | h Alem. 


teach him manners. 


- 
— . * 
[ Exit. 
1 - 
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Men. Now I'm undone for ever: who on earth 
Is there ſo wretched as Monimia ? 
Firſt by Caſtalio cruel! - forſaken ; * 
I've loſt Acaſto now: his parting frowns 
May well inſtruct me, rage js in his heart: 
* I ſhall be next abandon'd to my fortune, 
* Thruſt out a naked wand'rer ta the world, 
© And branded for the miſchievous Monimia ! | 
What will become of me !* my cruel brother 
Is framing miſchiefs too, for. ought I know, 
That may produce bloodſhed and horrid murder ! 
I would not be the cauſe of one man's death, 
To reign the empreſs of the earth ; nay more, 
I'd "mp. loſe for ever my Caltalio, 
My dear unkind Caſtalio! . 

Enter Polydore. 

Pol. Monimia weeping ! | 
So mornin 8 dews on new-blown roſes Iod ge, 
* By the Sun's am'rous heat to be exhal'd.”* © 
J come, my love, to kiſs all ſorrow from thee : 


Mon. Let me alone to ſorrow : tis a cauſe 
None e'er ſhall know; but it ſhall with me die. 

Pel. Happy, Monimia, he to whom theſe ſighs, 
Theſe tears, and all theſe languiſhings are paid ! 
I am no ſtranger to your deareſt ſecret : 
I know, your heart was never meant for me; 
That jewel's for an elder brother's price. 
Mon. My lord! 
Pol. Nay, wonder not: laſt night I heard 
His oaths, your vows, and to my torment ſaw 
Your wild embraces : heard the appointment made, 
I did, Monimia, and I curs'd the found. _ 
Wilt thou be ſworn, my love ? wilt thou be ne'er 
Unkind again ? 

Mon. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs hopes! 
Have you ſwore conſtancy to my undoing! 
Will you be ne'er my friend again 

Me What means my love: 


Mon. I am, my lord, if you'll vouchſafe to own me. 
Acaft, When you'll * to me, I'll prove a 
father. [ Exit. 


What mean theſe fighs ? and why thus beats thy heart? 


* Mon. 
89 


N 
| 
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Mon. Away ! what meant my lord 
Laft night! 

Pol. Is that a queſtion now to be demanded ? 
I hope Monimia was not much diſpleas'd. 

Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a proftitute ? 
T' aſſault my lodging at the dead of night, 
And threaten me if I deny'd admittance 


You ſaid you were Caſtalio 
Pol. By thoſe eyes, 


It was the ſame: I ſpent my time much better : 


I tell thee, ill natured Fair-one, I was poſted 
To more jar J. on a pleaſant hill 
Of ſpringing joy, and everlaſting ſweetneſs. 
Mon. kb —have a care. 
Pol. Where is the danger near me! 
Mon. I fear you're on a ck will e herr quier, 
And drown your ſoul in wretchedneſs for ever: 
A thouſand ho rrid thoughts croud 6n'my memory. 
Will be kind, and anſwer me one queſtion? - 
Pel. T'd truſt thee with my life: on thoſe ſoft breaſts 
Breathe out the choiceſt ſecrets of my rt. 91 
Till I had nothing in it leſt but love. 
Men. Nay, I'II conjure you by the Gods and angels, 
By th* honour of your name, that's moſt concern'd, 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me 3 Fl 
Where did you reft laſt night? 
Pol. Within thy arms 
I trriumph'd: reſt had been my foe. 
Mon. Tis done | [Se e. 
Pol. She faints ] no help! who I a curſe 
Upon my vanity, that could not keep 
The ſecret of my happineſs infilence ! 
Confukon ! we ſhal furpriz*d anon; 
And conſequently all muſt be betray'd. 
Monimia ! the breathes !—Monimia !— 
Mon. Well ——— 
Let miſchiefs multi ply ! let ev'ry hour 
Of my loath'd life yield me increaſe of horroy ! 
O let * Sun, to theſe unhappy eyes, 
Ne'er ſhine again, but be ec d for ever! 
May every thing I look on ſeem a prodigy, 
To Gl my ſoul with terrors, till I quite 


Forget I ever had humanity, 


C 3 And 
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And a curſer of the works of Nature 
| Pol. What means all this ? | 
The friendſhip e er you vow'd to good Caſtalio 
Be not a falſehood; if you ever lov'd 
Your brother, you've undone yourſelf and me. 
Pel. Which way can ruin reach the man that's rich, 
As I am in poſſeſſion of thy ſweetneſs ? 
Mon. Oh! Pm his wife ! 
Pol. What ſays Monimia ! ha | 
Speak that again !* | 
Men. I'm Caftalio's wife! 
Pol. His marry'd, wedded wife ! 
Mon, Yeſterday” s ſun 
Saw it perform'd ! 
Pol. And then have I enjoy d | 
My brother's wiſe 


| Mon. As ſurel 2 we both 
+ Muſt tate-of au | thas quilt s thine! 
6 Pal. Muſt we e miſerable: ben? 
74 6 . cer be hi 
_ . 
2 „with ſach a 


foul? 
ol. It may be — — cul 


To reconcile and mg Caſtalio to 

Whilſt from the world I take myſelf ys 

And waſte my life in penance. for my in. 

Mons. Then thou wouldſt more undo me: 
Of added fins upon my wretched head ! 
Wouldſt thou again have me betray thy brother, 
And bring pollution to his arms ? Yarſt thought! 

Oh! whe ſhall I be mad indeed! Ei Monimia. 

* Pol. Nay, then 17 
* Let us embrace, and from this very moment 


© Vow an eternal miſery together. 
Mon. And wilt thou be a very faichful wretch ? 
e again? 


heap a load 


Never grow fond of chearful peac 

« Wilt thou with me ſtudy to 66 mikappy. 

And find out ways how to increaſe affliction? 50 

pol. We'll inſtitute new arts unknown before, 

To vary plagues, and make em look like new 7 4 
% Fax 


be 
Py 


« Like the 


Fat with the wy babes: 


7 4} 146151 394cT pt ® 


THS WEAR. 5 
© Firſt, if the fruit of our deteſted jo 
A child be born, it ſhall. be 251 
* Mon, Na; 
Sure that may A 1 
4 1 2 | 
Mon. To « WES a thing | 
More wretched than its patents; to be branded 
+ With all our infamy, and curſe 105 birth. 
* Pol. Thotis contriv'd * by then thus let's g0 
ogether, 2 
Full of 0 Fa liſtrafted where to roam, 
rſt wretched expell'd their Paradiſe. 
Let's“ + find fome.place*where adders'neſt in winter 
Loathſome and venomous: where p 


hang 


—_ Se 84 a 1 = the walls; where 1 meet 


n ſome 'd 1 
tbe of we'll 1 
And live af the t of deſperation : 
Deſire E flower, 
* And no Fir of the ker be thought | 
Horrors ſhall fright me from 422 3 

And 1'1t no madre be capght with —— - | 
© But, when I'm N * me W arms. . 


- 4 © e 
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« But hand-in-hand n me move, © 
Singing the ſaddeff takes of love; 

* And jet, when your complaints ye join, 

* if all your <urongs can equal x 


A.. 

6 The bappieft mortal once as 17 
* My heart no ſorrows 

* Pity the pave auth which I di» = 

55,5 © But aſe not whence it grew. 

* Yet if a tempting Fair you find, 

. e nd, 
* Though bri oht as Hau n, el Lamp ſhe Be ä 
8 Think of any fave, and ſpun ber ſnares ” 


Caſt. See where the Deer trot after one another, 
Male, female, father, daughter, mother, fon, 
Brother and ſiſter, mingled all together ! 
1 No diſcontent they know; bat in delightful 
5 Wildneſs and freedom, pleaſant ſprings, freſh herbage, 
Calm harbours, luſty health and innocence, | 
Enjoy their portion: if they ſee a man, 
| How will they turn together all, and yaze 
Upon the ae ores. - a 
8 in a ſeaſon too they taſte of love: 
And in bar folly drudges all the year 
in that 
7 Enter Acato. 
Acaft, Caltalin! Caftalio | '' 
Caft. Who's there 
So wretched 8 
Acaft. I h Tow m may ſu 
"Tis joy to he) — * 1 Sorrow's nouriſn d. 
* Acaft, Pm come in Beauty's cauſe, you'll gueſs the reſt. 
* Caft. A Woman! if you + 
Name not a Woman to me: but to 
Of Woman were enough to taint my brains, 
Till they ferment to madneſs! O my father! 
La. What ails my boy? 
Caf. A Woman is he thing 
« I would forget, and blot from my remembrance: 
* MAcaft, F Monimia ! . 


Ca. She to chooſe: Monimia ! 


* 


6 The 
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The very „ gy oy to my ſenſe. . 
* Heap his might ſeem ſtrange: but you, I' 
found, will hide mw 
© Your heart from me: you dare not truſt your Father! 
Caf. No more Monimia. | 
* Acaft. Is ſhe not your Wife ? | 
Caf. So much the worle : who loves to hear of Wife ? 
When you would give all worldly plagues a name 
* Worſe than they have already, call em Wife: 
© But a new-marry'd wife's a teeming miſchief, 
Full of herſelf! Why, what a deal of horror 
* Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yeſterday : 
Hcaft. Caſtalio, you mult go along with me, | 
And tee Monimia. 
Caſt. Sure my lord but mocks me: | 
Go ſee Monimia !-. « Pray, my Lord, excuſe me, 
* And leave the condu@t of this part of life 
© To my own choice. 
Acaft. I ſay, no more diſpute. | 
Complaints are made to-me, that you have . her. 
Caft. Who has complain? d)? 
Acaſt. Her brother to my face proclaim'd — eng d, 
And in ſuch terms they' ve — me. 
Caft. What terms? Her brother | Heav'n! 
Where learnt ſhe that? 
What, does ſhe ſend her hero with defiance ? 
He durſt not, ſure, affront you? 
Acaft. No, not much: 


But 
2 Speak, what ſaid he? | 
Acaft. hat thou wert a villain : 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a villain.” 
Caft. Shame on th' 4ll-manner'd brute ! 
Your ſecur'd him; mann 
Acaft. By my ſword, . 
I would Ee on gd, and beer it e: 
Though I have paſs'd my gd ſhe ſhall have juſtice. 
Caft. Juſtice ts give hey — nado her: 
Think you this folirnde I wy 6 _—— * 
Left joys ju ning to my » ſoug 
Leſt oj — 5 my 1 in, meaſur'd out 
h r grave at le th, wiſh'd to have one piece 


grown 
With this cold cla , and all without a cauſe? 19! 
C 5 Enter 
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- _ » Enter Chamont. 
| Cham. Where is the hero, famous and renown'd 
For wronging Innocence and N 

heart, 


Whoſe mighty fpirit, and whoſe ſtub 


<3 


No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke ? 


deaf, I gueſs, Chamont, come to ſeek Caſtalio. 
| I come to ſeek the Huſband of Menimia. 
The flave is here. "4 
Cham. I thoughe « ere now to'ave found vou 
Atoning for the ills you've done Chamom : 
For you have wrong'd the deareſt of him. 
Monamia, young lord, weeps in this heart; 
And all the tears thy injuries have drawn 
"_ . 2 eyes, are drops of blood from hence: 
en you are Chamont? 
= Yes, and I hope no Eo 
To the great Caſtalio. 
Caft. I've heard of ſuch a man 
That has been very buſy with my honour : 
I. own I'm much indebred to you, Sir, 
And here — 4 the villain back again 
You ſent me 
Chem. Thus «fr per apt you. [ Draws. 
Acaft. By this good ſword, who irſt preſumes to violence, 
Makes me his foe —— [Draws and interpeſes. 
* Young man, it once was thought [To Caſt. 
* I was fit guardian of my houſe's honour ; 
And you might truſt your ſhare with me For you, 
[To Cham. 
* Young ſoldier, I muſt tell you, you have W me; 
* I promis'd you to do Monimia right; 
And thought my word a pl woll noe forfeit: 
* But you, 1 find, would fright us to performance.” 
Cafe. Sir, in my younger years with care you taught me, 
That brave revenge was due to injur'd honour: 
Oppoſe not then the juſtice of my ſword, 
Leit you ſhould make me jealous of your love. 
Cham. Into thy father's arms chai fly ſt for ſafety, 
Becauſe thou know'ft that place is ſanctify'd 
With the remembrance. of an antient friendſhip. 
Ca. I am a villain, if I will not ſeek thee, 
Till I may be reveng' d for all the wrongs 


Jane me by that ungrateſul * thou pleadꝰ ſt 1 2 


THE 


Cham. She wrong'd thee! by the fi in my heart. 

Thy father's . not 15022 Monimss' 53 

Nor was thy * — 7 n — Ne, 4 
Lraft. Boy, don't ar; & * 

With thy capricious follies: the remembrance _ 

Of the lov'd creature once fill'd theſe arms 
Co Has not been SO). | 

Þ * not. 


=y 


ou G ipee r 
e 1585 


2 Come both. 
Peter deins. 
Scr. Alas! alas! 
The cauſe of theſe diſorders ? my Qhianiont! 
Who is't has wrong'd thee ? n 
no N t. 
or ſhelter ? 
Oban. . abe mt dE 
Shall then betray my fears. 1 
Ser. Cruel Caſtalio, 
Sheath up thy angry ſword, and don't afight me * 
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy breaft : | 
If any of my friends have done thee inj PE. 
Pl be reveng'd, and love thge better fort. 
Caft. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This opportunity to ſhew your vanity, - | 
Let's meet ſome other time, when by ourſelves. "We 


We fauly may diſpute our 
Cham. Til then, pr Catall on 
Caft. Serina, | | 
Farewell, I wiſh much happineſs attend you. 
Ker. Chamont's the deareſt 8 I have on earth: 
Give me Chamont, and let the world forſake me. 
Cham. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm in thee! 
© No beauteous bloſſom of the . ſpring, 


© Though the fair * of Nature newly boru, 
© Can be fo lovely.” Angry „ unkind Caſtalio, 
C5 


Su Proe. I ſhould a-while lay by my paſhons, 
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; 


And 
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And be a in Monimia' s cauſe, 
3 1 bed * 88 "KI 
Sir, it was my laſt requeſt, | 
You * {thou h I find you will not) be fatofy'd 
So, in a word, Monimia is my ſcorn: 
She baſely ſent you here to try my fears: f 
That t your buſineſs: | 
© No artful proſtitute, in falſhoods prafiis's, 
To make —.— of her concomb's follies, 
Could have done more uiet vex her for't. 
. Farewell, _  [Extunt Cham. and Ser. 
Caft. Farewell—— My putt you ſeem troubled ! ' 
Acaſt. 4 Pd been abſent when this doiſt rous 
rave 


Came to diſturb thee thus: Pm Foals 1 hinder'd 
Thy juſt reſentment———But 


Caf. Damn her. 
Acaſt. Don't curſe her. 
Caf, Did I? 

Acaft. Yes. T 
Cafe. I'm fort. 


Acaft. Merhinks, as if 'f gueſs the fault's but ſmall, 
It might be pardon'd. 


Caſt. No. 3 ö 


Acaßß. What has the done? 


Caſt. That ſhe's my Wite may y Heaven and you __ 


ve me! 

Acaſft. Be reconcilꝰd then. 

Caft. No. | 

Cafe. No. WOT 

Acaft. I'll ſend and brig her kither. 

Caft, No. 

Acaft. For my ſake, _ 

Caſtalio, and the quiet of my age. 
Caft. Why will you u 
Acaſt. Prithee forgive her. 
Caft. Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me: 

I tell you, were ſhe proſtrate at my feet, 

Full of her ſex's beſt-diſſembled forrows, | 

And all that wond'rous beauty of her own, _ 

My heart * droak, but it thould never ſoften. 


Enter 


a thing my nature ſtarts at? 


| —— "CG with 
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PDO AN 
| _ » Enter Florellaa. I 
Flor. My lord, where are you f o Caftalio 
* Acaft. Hark. —_ | — 
Caf. What's that? 12 
Fler.“ Oh ſhew me quic where's 


Calialio? 
Acaft. Why, what's the bu A MA”. vi 
Fler. Oh, "the poor Monimia |—— 
Caf. Hah! 
2 
F * arry” Pair, . bk \ 1 
r 
every room a | 
. my Caſtalio Give me my Caſtalio 
Except he fe ou, ſure ſhe'll diſtracted. 

Caft. Hah! ſhe ? Does the. name Caftalio? 
And with ſuch tenderneſs ? Conduct me —_— | 


To the poor lovely mourner. O m F 
Acaft. Then wilt thou 8⁰ ? 2 attend thy 


e! 2 
Caft in ſadneſs, 


123 hear Monimia's fouls 
And be a man: my heart will not forget her: 
8 But do not tell the world you ſaw this of me.” 't 
a7” Delay not then, but haſte and cheer thy love. 
Oh! will throw m'impatient arms about her. 
In we ſoft boſom figh my ſoul to | 
»Till through the panting breaſt finds the way 
To mould my heart, an make it what ſhe will. 
Monimia ! Oh! - © en 
SCENE @« Chamber. 
h | Enter Monimia. | 
Mon. Stand off, and give mie room, 
Iwill not reſt till I have found Caftalio, 
My wiſh's lord, comely as the rifing day, 
Amidf ten thouſand ently known, _ 
Flowers ſprin up where er he treads, his eyes, - 
Fountains of brightneſs, chearing all about him! 
When will they ſhine on me ?—Oh ſtay my ſoul l 
I cannot die in peace till I have ſeen him. il 
Caſtalio re- enter. 
Caſt. Who talks of dying with = voice fo fieer, 
That life's in love with it 
Mon. Hark ! *tis he that anſwers. 
* Soin a camp, tho' at the dead of night, 


& Ang oa mt aa & beard, = 
All at fignal Cap. rom ewny reſt; 
© And every re > mine eee 
Where art thou ? i 12 | 

Ca. Here, my love. | | | 

Mon. No nearer, be 1 Ani. | 

Cafe. Have ber. 5. a dream then ui, while 

And art thou but the ſhadow of Monamia's 
Why doſt thou fly me thus? 

Men. Oh! were it poſſible that we eauld drown. 


In dark 9 but a leu pak b 
We migh debate 
Caf. . let then bard, Monimia, to forgive . | 
A fault, where humble oe, like mine, ee 2 
e love tchee, e eee 
ſhall I court thee ? 
What What Kad an- aeg d llave, 


And ſatisfy the lovely pride that's in the ? 

PII kneel to thee, and 1 a flood be fare e. 

Yet prithes, tyrant, — heart, 

But when :my'taſk of penitence ia lone, 

- Heal it again, and com fort me with love. ' 
Mon. If I am dumb, Caſtalio, and want words 

Te pay thee back this mighty tenderneſs ; 

It is becauſe I look on thee with horror, 

And cannot ſee the man I have ſo wong d. 

Ca. Thou haſt not 'v d mne. 1 

Men. Ah! alas, thou talk ſt 5 

Juſt as thy poor heart thinks: ig not I wrong'd thee? 


Caft. No. 
Mon. Still thou 1 in Abe dark; Caſtalio, 
But wilt ere long ſtumble on horrid danger. 
© Caft. What means my love? 


© Mon. Could'ftthou but forgive me 


C Cape. What ? 
Mom. For ay fault laſt night: Alas, thou can't not. 
on the 3 


© Caf. I can and do. 
* Mon. Thus crawling 
on meet; the only Fol 
* 


Would I that pard 
Can make me view the face of Heav'n wi 


Caſt. Then let's draw near. 
Men. Ah me! 
Caf. So in the fields, 


— 


I 


—— — — — 


And don't betray 


power 
On earth, that dares not look like rn 
A long and painful faithful flavery for thee; 


— — —— — 
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When the deſtroyer has been out for 
The ſcatter'd lovers of the ſeather d 
g eee 
Make moan, and call, by ſuch d . *L 
. "Till joining thus they bill, and Red W writ 5 
* Murmuring love, and joy their fears are ov er. 
M4 . 
Le in purſuance e u 
© Thou meet a Lig hw Ml thee.* 

Caft. My better angel; then £6 thou inform me 
What danger threatens me, and where it hiess: 
Why didſt thou {prithee ſmile, and tell me why) 
When I ſtood waiting underneath the window, | 
Quaking with fierce and violent defires; 

The d dews fell cold upon my head, 
Darkneſs inclos'd, and the winds whiſlled round me; 
Which with my mournful fighs made ſuch ſad muſic, 
As might have mov'd the hardeſt heart; — march 
Deaf to my cries, and ſenſeleſs of my pains? | 

Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear enquiry | 
Read'ſt thou not ſomething in my face, bee a 
Wonderful change, n e from win af Ha 

Caf. Then there is" ſontothing yer wich. 1 I've not 

: 
What doſt thou mean by Horror, and en 
Of more enquiry ? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me; | 
e * 
Mon. Muſt 17 Ne 


Cafe. If, lab'ri in the pan of death, 
8 Fes _, —— 
Unfold this riddle, ere my thoughts grow wild, 
And let in fears of ugly form upon me. 

Mon. My heart won't let me {peak it: but 
Monimia, poor Monimia tells ou this, 

We ne' er muſt meet again- 2 

Caft. © What means my 
For all my good. or evil fate dwetk in thee?” 
Ne'er meet again! 
| Mon. No, never. 
Caf. Where's the 


3 


Thou art my heart's Inheritance: I ferv'd 


And 
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And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought bleſling Ir 
Mor. Time will clear all but now let this content 
| ou. 

Heav'n has decreed, and therefore P've dan 
(With torment I muſt tell thee, Caſtalio) 
Ever to be a ſtranger to thy love: 

In ſome far diſtant. country waſte my life, | 

And from this day to ſee thy face no more. 

Cafe. Where am 17 Sure I wander 22 — 
r ſhall find the way to reſt: 
© But, oh, Monimia! art thou indeed reſoly'd 
To puniſh me with everlaſting abſence ? * 

Why ky tary Ree — me? I'm alone already. 

ethinks I ſtand upon a naked beach, 

Sighing e fn to the ſeas complaining, d 
afar off the veſſel fails away, 3 

Where all the treaſure of my ſoul's embark d: | 

Wilt thou not turn ꝰ - Oh l could thoſe eyes but ſpeak, | 

I ſhould know all, for love is pregnant in em: | 

They ſwell, | preſs their beams upon me ſtill: 

Wilt thou not ſpeak ?. If we muſt part for ever, 

_ Give me but one kind word to think upon, 

And pleaſe myſelf withal, whilſt my heart's breaking. 

Mon. Ah, poor Caſtalio ! _ Monimia. 

Cafe. © Pity, by the Gods, 
dhe pities me: then thou wilt go eternally 7 i 
What means all this? Why all this far to plague | 
A fangle wretch ? If but your word can ſhake - 
This world to atoms, * ſo much 'ado 
With me ? Think me but dead, and lay me ſo. 

Enter Polydore. 

Pol. To live, and live a torment to myſelf, 
What dog would bear't, that knew but his condition. + 
We've little knowledge, and that makes us cowards, 
Becauſe it cannot tell us what's to come. 

Caft. Who's there 

Pol. Why, what art thou? 

Caft. My brother Polydore ! 

Pol. My name is Polydore. | 

Caft. Canſt thou inform m 

2 Of what? 

Caft. Of my Monimia ? 
Pol. No. Sood-day N 1 
3 Caſt. 


. 
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Caft. In haſte : 
Methinks my Polydore appears in adde. 
2 Indeed: and ſo to me does my Caſtalio. 
Cat. Dol? | 
Pol. Thou do'ſt. 

Caft. Alas! T've wond'rous TY 
Pm ſtrangely alter'd, brother, fince I ſaw thee. 
Pol. Why ? | 

Caft. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy heart 
To pain: Let me embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy neck: I would repoſe 
Within thy friendly boſom all my follies :* © © 
For thou wilt em, becauſe they're mine. 

Pol. Be. not too credulous: confider rt, 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no friend falſe * 

Caft. Why doſt thou afk me that ? Does this appear 
Like a falſe fiendthip, when, with open arms . 
And ftreaming eyes, I run upon thy breaſt? ? 
Oh! tis in thee alone T have comfort! . 

2 I fear, Caſtalio, I. have now 9 give be. | 

Caft. Do thou not love me then? br 

Pol. Oh more than life: © ooo © {| "> 
I never had a thou r y. Caſtalio. , 

Might wrong the 12 euere, : 
Haſt thou . ſo by me ; . 
Caf. I hope “e. 

Pal. Then tell me why this ar n Aberder f 

Cafe. O Polydore, I know not how to tell thee ; — 
Shame riſes in my face, and interrupts 
The of my * 88 ty 
'griere, m = 
. 2 an » which he's aſham'd to tell me: 
Or didſt * conceal thy A from Folydore ? 

Caſ. Oh! much too oft; 
But ſet me here conjure thee, as ee 
By all the kind affe&on ef 2 Brother, | — 
(For Pm a an to call myſelf. 3 Friend) | ; 
Forgive me. 

Col. wall 


F - 


lead” 


= 


Mins contriv'd * 
e reer 
The ike a friend, a conſtant gen'rous friend, 

In its firſt pangs didft truſt me with thy paſſion, 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt I till ſmooth'd my, pain with ſmiles before "vs 
And made a contract I ne'er meant to keep. 

Pol. How! | ” 

Cas. Still new ways I ſtudy's to abuſe thee, | 
And kept thee as a ſtranger to my * 
* Renday I wedded with Monimia. OW, | 
5 % \ Caſtalio, was that well dane? 

o; to conceal't from thee, Was ! : fault, 

PA A fault! when thou haſt. beard _ 
The tale PII tell, what wilt thou call it then? 

Cat. How my heart throbs! __ 5 

Pol. Furſt, for thy friendſhip, Traitor, © 
I cancel't thus: Har this da FIl ne er 
Hold truſt or converſe with þ : falle 1 

n e fits de with ae * 

Te loft all ha pineſs, and know not Ot: 1 
Brother ? 
treach rous wretch ! * 


What means 
Pal. Perjur d = 
Farewell |: . 3&5 65 

Caft. Pu be thy flave,, bd ay ll is we. 


Juſt as thou wilt, do but Forgive me, . 


Pol. Never. 
neg DD © oy | 


TIES pak of Lis in lov K. 

One bed has held us; and 

The ſame averfions ſtill em Ter 
was gr ee, 


CY T. * 


4 - * 


Whene er had I a Friend 
Or Polydore a Foe that was not mine! 
E'en in the womb w' imbrac d, and wilt wor hae 
For F. firſt fault, ahandon and forſake me 
heme ne aMictions to myſelf, * 
"7. in the g zulph of Grief, and none FIERY 
Go to Aa dis ! in her arms thou'lt * - 
epoſe : ſhe has the art rt of healing otros. | 
> What arts 
Pol. Blin aw Week huſband! - "there's 8 «teſtis! 
© Go to her fulſome bed, and wallow there, | 
Till ſome hot ruffian, full of luſt and wine, _ 
0 Ce ns. PAR ann 


8 : - 5 « * 4 
* 
2 Ca. 
f 2 4 {4 WW -> . 4 Sw 99 ' =" + ow: & 
- 


oY *. 3 


— 


* 
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Caf. Hold there, I charge thee! 
Pal. Is ſhe not a?! 
Caft. Whore ? 

| Pol. Ay, Whore! I think that St needs no ex- 


r e eben this to thee: 
. Bur let me tell thee, Polydote, I'm — 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low re 
To wrong that Virtue which thou « 
Pol. I fem 1 tis, then! 
Cafe. Should the braveſt man 
That eber wore conquering ſward but dare Pau 
What thou aim'ſt, he were the work of liars: 
My friend may be miſtaken. 64g 5 
Pol. veg Wen) of | 
Thou mean'ft the worſt ! and_ he's a baſe-bora villain 
That ſaid I ly'd! 
a” Do, own thy ſword, and theaf i through wy 


there is no joy in life, if chan rt lea. wo 11 
A-baſe-born villain. , + + - 0 $20 
Pol. Yes | thou never cam - | 
From old Acaſto's lains; . 
8 3 and 1 — | 
a true brother, in the cradle 
Plac'd ſome coarſe NT oY 
Cafe. Thou art my Broder Ai 
Pol.” Thou 1y*& 1 
Caf. Nay 
Yet am calm. 


It * ruin 5 


2 * 0 * 
- 4 - bs * * ” 
. v * , 1 
© @ —# > * 5 9 # 
" . 


2 3 "Coltalia in again wy. Sram. 7. $4 
Caſt. What have & deonl. ay ſword is in thy breaſt, 

Pol, a Lode have 2, bs them baof dies | } 

Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou truet Friend. _ 
Cat. * oght thar ee eee 

e 

Y're painted merciful, and friends to Ianocenee 2 


* 


17 
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If ſo, then why theſe plagues u my head? 
Pol. Blame 5 bs 2 here lies wy fate, 
| Caſtalio 
Th'are not the Gods, tis Polydore has wrong'd thee : 
I've ftain'd thy bed: thy ſpotleſs marriage joys 
Have been polluted by thy brother” s luſt. | 
Caft. By thee! 
Pol. By me; laſt night the horrid deed | 
Was done, when all things ſlept but Rage and Inceſt 
9 Now where's Monimia, oh! © 
Enter Monimia. 
Mes. Pm here: who calls me? 
Methought I heard a voice, 00 2 | "y 
Sweet as the ſhepherd's pipe upon he mountains, 
When all his little flock's at feed before him. SO 
But what means this ? here's blood ! 
Caft. Ay, Brother's blood ! 


Art thou od Gor everkifilng pains ? 

Pol. O | Jer me charge thee by th' eternal Jultice, 
Hurt not her tender 

Caft. Not kill her? Rack me; 5 


Je Pow'rs above, with all your choiceſt torments, 26 

© Horror of mind, and pains 3 eee, 5 

y If I not praRtiſe cruelty upon err 

And wreak revenge ſens way yer jever Tnown,” IT 
Mon. That taſk myſelf have finiſh'd : I ſhall die 

Before we part: I've drank a healing draught - 

For all my cares, and never more 2 er .. 
Pol. Oh, ſhe's innocent. = | 
Cafe. Tell me that ſtory, < 

And den win make ee ee 5 
Pol. Had'ſt thou, Caſtalio, us'd me like a friend, 


This ne er had n'd: had/ft thou let me know: 
Thy marriage, we . 
But ignorant of that, 


Hearing th' appointment nods. inrag' d to wink 
Thou hadſt outdone me in ſuceeſsful love,” a 
Tin the dark went and ſupply'd thy place; 
Whilf all the night, midſt our trium 1 ras joys, 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 
' Embrac'd,. careſs'd, and calPd' me her Caftalio. 
Cafe. And all this is the work of my own fortune ! 
Nons but myſelf could e'er have been fo curſt! 5 
| Y 


T H E 


My fatal love, alas ! has ruin'd thee, 
Thou faireſt, goodly'ſt frame the Gods cer made, 
Or ever human eyes and 3 ador'd! | 
790 murder'd too m 
would*f thou 

An force the fin of One: 

Pol. "Twas my own fault, an how bn innocent ! 
Forgive the barbarous treſpaſs vf my ton 
"Twas à hard violence: I cou'd have dy* 
With love of thee, een when I us'd 5 
Nay, at each word that my diſtraction utter'd, 
My heart recoil'd, and wigs half death to ſp 

Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear 
Wilt thou receive pollution to thy boſom, 
And cloſe the eyes.of one that has betray 4 thee 2 

Caft. Oh, Pm th' unhappy wretch, whols curſed ** 


Has weigh'd thee down into deſtruction wich him: 
Why then thus kind to me? 


1 damn me farther? 


Men. When. Pm laid 2. 


en, : -: 
May'f ann happy ir in a fairer Bride ! 

But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 
When I am dead, as I ſhall de, 
(For the grim tyrant graſ s my heart already) 
Speak well of me: and if thou find ill tongues 
Too buſy with my fame, don't hear me ways: 
"Twill be a noble juſtice to the memory 

Of a poor wretch once honour'd with thy love.” 
How my head ſwims ! *tis very dark !  Good-night! 


. | Dies. - 


Caf. If I ſurvive thee! what a thought was that! 
Thank Heav'n, I go prepar'd againſt that curſe. 

Enter CASE 2 and ſeiæ d by Acaſto and 
Servants. 


Cham. Gape earth, and fallow me to quick 4e. 


ſtruction, 
If I fi re your Buſs if I not live 
An ever plague to thee, Acaſto, 


And all thy Tot 5 have ove 
But hear me, Heav'n !—Ah! 
My Sifter, my Monimia breathleſs! —— Now, 
Ye Pow'rs above, if ye have juſtice, ſtrike! 
uy bolts thra' me, and through the curſt Caftalio ! 


— !.' 


© Acaff, | 
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em. . 


» a ſcene of death! 


"yu 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


* 


V_ 1 * 9 
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The roaring ſeas, or 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe em. 


g 
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Acaſt. 2 . ö 
Fe. Whs calls ? en 1k be 
© Acaſft. How cam'{ thou wounded _. 
Cafe. Stand off l thou ea ooh a wos, nc 
< .o;ruffian! |; . 
And leave me to my l * | 
Can. Dre low! 112 * bs 
I bore her living. I wilt ne'er fartabe het 5. 1 
" here 8 my heart burſt with 
Vaniſh, I charge thee! or— ** 
am. Thou can't not kill mel o7 N 
Thas wadld be Kindneſs, and againſt thy nature! 
Acaſt. What means Caſtalio l Sure thou wilt not pull 
More ſorrows on thy aged father's head! | 
Tell me, I beg you, tell me the fad cauſe 41 
Of all this ruin. 
Pal. That muſt be my taſk : 
But d too long for cnvin-phine 26 tall 
Yaoi im my ercier Oceanic 2 
Of all our woes. Caſtalio's innocent; 0 
And ſo's . B 
dare Thou, wak Moat YE 4 
Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unjuſtly haſt '/purſu'd me with thy . 
And ſou elne! 
Now, i if them lt nee eee vengeance, 
Come join with I a 
n * r Etat 
thyſe | 
4 15 and «aps that 


= thee birth? 


Confulin and diſorder ſeize the world ! 2 | 
To f il all conſt anfl-ftouvenſe amongit taan ; | 


i engender endleſs feuds, | 
In countries needleſs fears, in cities factions, 
In-ftates rebellion, and in chhrches ſchiſm : 

»Till all things move a the courſe of Nature : 
"Till Form's diſſolv'd, the Chain of cauſes „ 


And the Originals of Ning 10. | 3 
Acaſt.' 


Have 
C Patience ! preach it to the winds, 
1 fires | the knaves 


N bobs 
Scald 


Scald me with le N let friends forſake me, 


PII bear it all; but 9 5 to the degree | 
That I am naw, tis give me patien ce?! 
Thus I find reft, i mplam no more. 
 [Stabs himſelf. 7 
Pol. Caſtalio! Oh! 
* Caſt. I come. 33 
Chamont, to thee my birth-right T beqtieaths : 
Comfort my mourning father, heal his-gricfs; | 
„ Er K 
For I perceive fall. with weight upon him. 


And for Monimia% fake, whom thon wilt e 
1 never wrong'd, be kinid'to Poor” Serin. 2 N 
Now all I beg is, lay me in one grace 
Thus with my Love. Farewell! now am 8 
; T7, * | 


Cham. Take.care of good Acaſto, whilſt I go . 
To ſearch the means by which the Fates have pigeon ? 


us. Lo by wenn 
'Ths thus that Hery'w hwiapplraxtins cobbtie's d. 
It may aMiQ ; but "_ 2 not e . 
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May be the next, If old Acafto die: 
Should it prove. ſo, 4p ral pot 
Who tis <vould to the furberleſi be kind, 
To whoſe proteHion,might I ſafely 2s 
I there amongſt you no gbod-nature * No. 
What full I do fbould I the gedly ſeek, 
Aud go a conventitling twice a week ? 


Quit the lewd Hage, and its prophane pollution ; | 


Aﬀet® each form and. Jnint-like inftitation ; 


de draw the brethren alte coneribution t | 1 0% ov 


Or fall I. (as I guife the Poet may = 
Within thifſe thret days) fairly run away ? 


. No; to ſome city-lodgings I'll retire ; 


Seem very grave, and privacy dire; 
J am thought ſome heireſs rich in lands, 
. Fled to eſcape a cruel guardian's hand: - 


Of the next ſparks that yo a fortune-flealing. 
* 
U 4 | 


Which may product a ftory, worth the telling, ; 
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MADAM, 


HE ande e here (or 0 
vanity of the pretenders to ir) has given 
” them a kind of right to pretend at the 
fame time, to the favour of thoſe, whom their 
high birth and excellent qualities have placed in a 
very diſtinguiſhing manner above. the reſt of the 
world. If this be not a received maxim, yet I am 
ſure I am to wiſh it were, that I may have at leaſt 
ſome kind of excuſe for laying this Tragedy at your 
Gracr's feet, I have too much reaſon to fear that 
A 2 1 


iv DEDICATION. 


it. may prove but an indifferent entertainment to 
your. Grice, fince, if I have any way ſucceeded 
in it, jt Kas been inffleſcribing thoſe violent paſſions | 


which have been always ſtrangers to ſo happy a 


temper, and ſo noble and fo exalted a virtue as 


your Gu ac is miſtreſs of. Vet for all this, I can- 
not but confeſs the vanity which I have, to hope 
that there may be ſomething ſo moving in the mis- 
fortunes and diſtreſs of the play, as may be not al- 
together unworthy. bf\your Grace pity. This is 
one of the main deſigns of tragedy ; and to excite 
this generous pity in the greateſt minds, ma 1 
for ſome kind vf ſucceſs in this way orberiaing 

am ſenſible of the preſumption I am guilty of by 
this hope, and how much it is that I pretend to in 
your Gx acz's approbation ; if it be my good 


fortune to meet with any little ſhare of fit, 1 mall 


always look upon it as much more to me than the 
general applauſe of the theatre, or even the praiſe 


of a good critic. Your Gzacz's name is the beſt 


protection this play can hope for ; ſince the world, 
ill-natured as it is, agrees in ah univerſal feſpect 
and deference for -yaur GRracz's perfon and cha- 
raQter,, In ſo cenforicus an age as this is, where 
every- body pulls and is pulled to pieces of courſe, 
and where there is hardly ſuch a thing as being 
merry, but at another's expence; yet by a my 


TT  » WT I SS | 


her name has never been mentioned, but as it 


ought, though ſhe has beauty enough to provoke 


detraction from the faireſt of her own ſex, and yirtue 
enough to make the looſe and diſſolute of the other 


+ SE. | (a very 
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(a very formidable party) her enemies. Inſtead of 
this, they agree to ſay nothing of her but what ſhe 
deſerves. That her ſpirit is worthy of her birth; 
her ſweetneſs, of the love and reſpect of all the 
world; her piety, of her religion; her ſervice, of 
her royal miſtreſs ; and her beauty and truth, of 
her lord ; that, in ſhort, every part of her character 
is juſt, and that ſhe is the beſt reward for one of the 
greateſt heroes this age has produced. This, 
Madam, is what you muſt allow people every where 
to fay ; thoſe whom you ſhall leave behind you in 
England will have ſomething further to add, the 
loſs we ſhall ſuffer by your Gzacz” journey to lre- 
land; the Queen's pleaſure, and the impatient 
wiſhes of that nation, are about to deprive us of 
two of our public ornaments. But there is no 
arguing againſt reaſons ſo prevalent as theſe; Thoſe 
who ſhall lament your Gzacz's abſence will yet 
acquieſce in the wiſdom and juſtice of her MajzsTY's 
choice : among all whoſe royal favours none could 
be ſo agreeable, upon a thouſand accounts, to that 
people, as the Duke of Ormond. With what joy, 
what acclamations ſhall they meet a governor, who, 
beſide their farmer obligations to his family, has ſo 
lately ventur'd his life and fortune for their preſer- 
vation! What duty, what ſubmiſſion ſhall they not 
pay. to that authority which the Queen has dele- 
gated to a perſon ſo dear to them? And with what 
honour, what reſpect ſhall they receive your Gz act, 
when, they loak upon yon as the nobleſt and beſt 
pattern her MaJjzsTy could ſend them, of her own 
royal goodnels, and perſonal virtues ? They ſhall 
A3 behold 
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behold your Gaaex with the fame pleaſure the 
Engliſh ſhall whenever it Mall be their good fortune 
to ſee you return again to your native country. In 
England your Gnas is become a publick con- 
cern ; and as your going away will be attended 
with 4 general forrow, ſo your return ſhall give as 
general a joy ; and to none of thoſe many, more 
than to, | 


bo. 
oc 
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P R o L o CUE 


ONG has the fa of lg and emirer been 
'The common arte: the tragic ſcene, 

. = | 

And none could be unhappy but : 

Dearly, *tis true, each buys the pole he wears, 

Ani many are the mighty monarch's cares: 

75 fortig 2 ls and home-bred faction preff, | 
Few ave t s be knows, and ſhort bis hotrs of reff. 

Stories like bk doit hi wonder wwe may bear; 

But fan remote, and in a higher /phore, 

We ner can pity hat we 8er can ſpart; 

Like deftant battles: 

Which fru 


of the Pole and Swede, 
gal citizens o er 


ens pales fan 
ar $ For wW and ww 
; 225 * . eur author choſe, 


Tee $a: +7 oc 


But Hall meet — . your own : 
2 leve bis vaſſal: treat 
As hardly as ambition does the great; 
See how ſucceeding paſſions rage by turns, 
He flerce the youth with joy and r 1 — 
And bow to death, for beauly bt, 

Let no — taſte the poet”s wee ER 
If ſome frail viciows character: 
2 own ſpould flill let nature 19% "—_ 
Mix fades with lights, nad not paint all things fair, 
But fhew you men and womett as they ave. 
With deference ts the fair he bad me Jay, 
Feu iso perfetion ever found the way : 
Many in many parts are hnown t” excel, 
But *twere too hard for ant to 45 all well; 
Whom juſtly life would through each ſcene commend, 
T he maid, the wift, the miſtreſs, and the friend: 
This age, tit true, has one great inflance ſeen, 
And heav'n in r faftice made that One a — 
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by by ns. ap by '$SCENE I. 
4 garden belonging 16 sd Palace 


kun, Altamont Fer Horatio. 


Altamont. ET this auſpicious day be ever ſacred, 
L No r no magfortunes happen 


Let it be mark'd 65 2 and rejoicings $5 
Let happy lovers ever make it holy, 
Chooſe it to bleſs their hopes, and crown their wiſhes, 
This happy day that gives me my Caliſfa. | 

Hor. Yes, Altamont 3 to-day thy better ſtars 
Are join'd to ſhed their Kindel Laftuence on thee ; 
Sciolto's noble hand that rais'd thee firſt, 
Half dead and o'er thy father's grave, 
Compleats its bounty, and reftores BY. name 
To that high rank and luſtre which it 
Before — Genoa had forgot 
The merit of th Y god-hke father's arms; 
Before that country, which he long had ſerv'd 
In watchful counſels and in winter camps, 
Had caſt off his white age to want and wretchedneſs, 
And mache bein gourt60 fie by his rain. 

Alt. Oh, great Scio/to / Oh, — 2 father ! 
* me not live, but at thy name 
heart ſprings up leaps with joy. 
forget the vaſt ral deb I owe thee, 

As Forget! 


When ti 
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Forget! (but tis impoſi bie) then let me 
Forget the uſe and privilege of reaſon, 
Be ven from the commerce of mankind, 

To wander in che deſarfaniong Brutes, | 
To bear the various fury of the ſeaſons, 
The night's unwholeſome-dew and noon-day's heat, 
To be the ſcorn of earth, and curſe of heav'n! 

+ Hor: So open; fo unbounced 
It reach'd ev'n me, becauſe I was thy friend. 


When that great man I lov'd, thy noble father 
Bequeath'd thy gentle fiſter to my arms, 


His laſt dear pled and legacy of friendſhi 5 
That — — me Sezolro's ſom; 44 
He call'd us his, and with a nt's 3 
Indulg'd us ur his wealth, bleſs' d us with plenty, 
Heal'd all our cares, ſweetenꝰ d love itſelf. ; 
Ak. By heav'n, he found my fortunes ſo abandon'd, 
Thar nothing bat « work cout rad „eM: 


My father's amd the ſtate's inpratitade, 

Had firipp'd him bare, nor left him e'en a grave; 
Undone myfelf, and finking with his ruin, 
I had no wealth to bring, ben . him, 
But fruitleſs tears. 

Her. Yet what thow coul thou didſt, . 
And didſt it hke a ſon ; ; when his hard ereditors, 
Urg'd and affifted by Lothario's father, 
(Foe to thy houſe, and rival of their ef 
By ſentence of the eruel law forbid: 
His venerable c to reſt in earth, | 
Thou gav'f thyſelf a ranſom: for his bones; 
With uncommon, didſt give | 
Thy hopeful youth to flaves who ne'er knew 1 
Sour, unrel „ money-lovin villains, 
Who laugh at — nature an enefs,. 

* Andare Hke fiends the factors of deftryftion.” 
Heav'n, who beheld the pious act, approvane, * 
And bade Sciolto's k de its proxy, 
To blefs thy filial virtue with abundance. 


Alt. But fee he comes, the anthor of 
The man who fav'd my liſe from d D 
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Who bids my days be bleſt with peace and plenty, 
And Stakes my ſoul with love and beauty. 7 
Enter Sciolto; he runs t6 Altamont and embraces him, 

Sci. Joy. to thee, Altamont / Joy to myſelf! 
E thee mine, 

hat kindly grants what nature had deny'd me, 
And makes me father of a ſon like thee. 

Alt. My father! Oh let me unlade my breaft, 
OI IRAN: 

ew ev'ry ten n 
This wondrous goodnefs flirs. 1 le, 
And utterance all is vile; ſince I can only 
< Swear you reign here, but never tell how much.” 

Sci. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honeſt; 
Goodneſs innate, and worth heredi 
Are in thy mind; thy noble father's virtues 
Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy | 

Ale. Thas heav'n from — 4 fhin creation; 
And then with wondrous joy-beheld its beauty, 
Well pleas' d to fee the excellence he gave. 

Sci. O noble youth ! I wear fince firſt I knew thee, 
Ev'n from that day of ſorrow when I ſaw thee, 
Adorn'd and lovely i in thy filial tears, 

The mourner and redeemer of thy father, 

I ſet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own: 

Thou art my ſon, ev'n near me as Califa. ot 

Horatio — Eubraces Hor, 

All are my children, and ſhall ſhare my heart. 

But wherefore waſte we thus this happy day! 

The laughing minutes ſummon thee to joy, 

And wi new pleaſures court thee as they paſs; 

Thy waiting bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 

And ſwears. thou conf not with a bri 's haſte. 
Alt. Oh! cou'd'Þ hope there was one though of 

Altamont; 

One kind temembrance in Cakfe's break, 

The winds, with all their wings; would be too flow. - 

To bear me to her feet. For oh! my father, 

Amidſt the ſtream of joy that bears me on, 

Bleſt as I amy and honour'd in yout. friendſhip; - 


There 


12 THE FAIR PENITENT. 
There is one that hangs upon my heart.. | 

Sci. — my fon ? = "nc 
 _ Alt: When at interceſſion, 

Laſt night Caliſta yielded to my happineſs, 
_ Juſt ere we parted, as I ſeal'd my vows 

With on her lips, I found her cold, 
As a dead lover's ſtatue on his tomb; 
A riſing ſtorm of paſſion ſhook her breaſt, 
Her eyes a piteous ſnow'r of tears let fall, 

And then ſhe figh'd as if her heart was breaking. 
With all the tend'reſt + ns 1294 "pg e 
I beg'd to be a ſharer in her grief: 
But with looks averſe, and eyes that froze me, 
by reply'd, en 
or in a s power to dif; 
Sci. Away! ena ohne ney EY 
One of the common arts practiſe on us: 
To ſigh and weep then when their hearts beathigh 
With of the coming | 
Thou haſt in camps and fighting 18 eld, been | bred, 
Unknowing in the — of women; | 
The virgin bride, who ſwoons with deadly fear, 
To ſee the end of all her wiſhes near, 
When bluſhing from the light and public eyes, 
To the kind covert of the ni — ſhe flies, 
With equal fires to meet the bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his arms, and with a looſe ſhe loves. { Exe. 
Enter Lothario and Roſſano. | 
Loth. The father and erstere 54951 
. Roſſ. Let them paſs. 
They ſaw us not; 

Lath. I care not if they did, 
Ere long I mean to meet 'em face to face, 
And em with my triumph o'er ee. 

Rofſ. You lov'd — once. 

Lerb. I liked her, wou'd have marry d her, 
But that it d her father to refuſe me, 
To make thi&honourable fool. her huſband : 
For which, if 4 forget him, may the ſhame 
”Y mean to b#afd his name with ſtick on mine. 


%. . 


Naß. 
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Ro. She, gentle ſoul, avUoſhe Gon her finder. 
' Loth. She was, and oft in gave me hearing, 
Till by long liſt' ning to the — tales, 
At length her eaſy heart was wholly mine. 

Rog. 1 have heard you of deſrde her, havghty, 

* #0 4 


And fierce with i — it moves . 
That virtue thus 


A prey to looſe defires. 


Loth. Hear then, I'll tell — I 
Once in a lone and ſecret hour of night, 
When ev'ry eye was clos'd; — 
— — ankgpner 154 theft, 
Hot with the In l. 
Hap'ly I ſtole — her chamber. 

Ref That minute ſure was ehr. 1 565 

Loth. Oh twas great! 

I found the ſond, believing,: love; ſick . 
Laoſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of wiſhes z 
Fierceneſs and pride, the guardians of her honour, 
Were charm' d to reſt, —. love alone was s. 
Within her riſing boſom all was calm, 

As peaceful ſeas that know no ſtorms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by tides... 

I ſnatch'd the — — 


= 


And with prevailing; . prot þ her, 
Till with ſhort ſighs, and — 4 reluctance, 
The yielding fair one gave me 


pineſs. 
Ev'n all the live- long — dif, | 
In ecſtaſies too fierce: to laſt for ever 
At length the morn, and-cold indifference came : 
When fully ſated with the. luſcious banquet, 
- I haftily — and left the nymph 
To think on — —— 
Rofſ. Vou ſaw her ſoon again? 
Loth. Too ſoon I ſaw her wire} | 
For oh! that mecting was net.like the former 3 - 
I found my heart no ere betahighwith-tranſacrt, | j 
No more If pt — > 


2X 2 
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While ev'ry weaknefs fell before her throne. 
Neg. What of the | 
Loth. With uncafy fondneſs. - 


lady? 


She hung me, wept, and ſigh d, and fwore 
She was z talk d of a prieft, and marriage: 
Of fl n 


Cal's ev'ry faint and bleſſed 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was xd = 
I ſtarted at that name. | 
Naß. What anfwer made you ?. . 
_ None; but fadden — 
Eſcap'd the perfecation': two nights 
= me cg and frequent importenity 
— 
ih fuelling breaſts, wich rooning, with n, 
8 the 2 and arts 
O ul woman lab'rin 
Again — told —— == 1 
Unmov'd, 1 ſpare th* ungrat N 
Since I tg, that love and peace of mind 
Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, | 
Never to load it with the marriage chain: 
That I would ſtill retairs her in my heart, 
My ever gentle miſtreſs and my friend; 
But for . and huſband, 
They only meant ilLnature, cares, ney. 
Rs, How bore ſhe this repty © 
Loth. Ev'n as thewanh,” lt 
When (winds pent up, or heating fires beneath. 
Sabin the maſs) ſhe labours with deſtruction. 
At een der rage eds and wanted words; 
But — ſtorm ſound way, tas wild and loud, 
Mad as the of the Delnbict God. 
Enthuſi ſwell'd her breaſt, 
Enlarg'd her voice, aud fuſſted all her form; 
Proud, and diſdainful of cke love 1 d, CO, 
She calbd me Villain I winter | baſe pf! do 
At laſt; in vefy Ditterneſs of ſoal, 
With deadly in — res APY 6-4 57> 0 
Gs youre ſeverely neter to foo me more; 
: Then 


* 


* - 
* I 
4 _— 


At night — all the 


To mat! who Makes 


Rather than know the ſorrows ef Cali/ta / 
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Then bid ms fiy that minute: I obey'd, 
—_ bowing left her to _— at leifure, 
T'6 meer the keopey of her ſecrets here — . 

Loth. Ses the perſom whom you nnd! 
ue Lalla. 
Well, my ambaſſadreſs, what maſt we treat of? 
Come you e menace wat and provd definnce, 
Or ul olive grace your ? 
Is your fair Nie bond arty dp rn 
And craft we love gun? the means 
To treat in juncture with her new «ally; 
And male ter lruſdand party & axretment. 
Tur. Is this wett dons; ny tore f you put of 
* ſenſe of human nature ? * — a tide, 
A little to diſttgurſh manhood, 
Leſt — the? crach- — 
And judge you to be number'd with the brütes. 
Loth. I ſee-thow learnt to rail. 
Luc. I've learnt to weeps 
That leſſon he ele miſtreſs often me: 
7 foihe melancholy ſhade, 
0 ſorrows from the world; 
ng hours, 
And liſtens to the winds and bestin rain, 
With fighs as lotd, and tears that fall as faſt. 
Ther! ever and'inod fire wrings thee hands, 
And cries, falſe, falſe Eorhario! 
Loth. Oh, 10 more! * 9-1 
1. thouꝰ lt ſpoil thy ——— 
And thou haf Beauty that may make thy fortune: 
Some keeping cardinat fhall-doat upon thee, | 
And barter his church treaſure-for thy freſhnefs. 
Luc. What! ſhall I fell Oy Pp. 
For wealth ot titles, to 2 | 
rk of ons wiidoing ! 
The baſe, profeſt betrayer of our ſex ! 
old in all nſortunes elle, 


Lot 5. 


N 
| 


— — 


r 9 — — AGB : K 
„ 2 — ö — — — 4 Lo N 


— 


— 2 — -— 


I ſwear thou doſt it with ſo 


By heay'n L. tis well 1 ſuch ever be the 


- 
— 


i 


g 
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Loth. Does ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf? 


a grace, 
That I could almoſt loye thee for thy frowning. 


Luc. Read there, my Lord, there, in her own ſad 


lines, [ Giving à letter. 
Which beſt: can. tell the ory. of her woes, 


That grief of heart which your unkindneſs gives her. 
[ Lothario reads ] 


Yeur cruelty—obedience to * — my hand 
to Altamont. , 


With which greetthe man whom my — 
But go on! 


— WW: eee eee eee aisblgſ 
——— Weakneſs nnen W 

bft Caliſta. | N 

Women I ſee can change a8 well ab men; 3 

She writes me here, forſaken as I am, 

That I ſhould. bind my brows with mournful willow, 


For ſhe has giv'n her. — to Altamont. - 
Yet tell the fair inconſtant=— 


Luc. How, my lord 
Loth. Nay, no more angry words : fay to Califa, 
The humble of her ſlaves ſhall wait her pleaſure; 
If ſhe can leave her happy huſband's arms, | 
To think u no eating Low. , 
Luc. Alas! for pity come with gentler looks : ; 
Wound not her — with this unmanly * 
And tho? you love her not, yet ſwear yon do, 
So ſhall diſſembling once be virtuous in you. 
Loth. Ha! * comes here? | 
Lac. The bridegroom's friend, Horatio. 
He muſt not ſee us here: AGENT v caply 
Be at the garden gate. 
Loth. ; to my Love 
My kindeſt ; houghts, and ſwear I will not fail her. 


goes, ar. 
Kreer dis as 
an. 


5 RE 


Enter 
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He 8 1 — 

or. Sure v 3 3 
. de e e 
He ſeem' d conferring with Califa's woman: 
At my they ſtarted, and retir'd,' 
What. bufineſs could he have here, and with her; 

I know he bears the noble. Altamont 

Profeſt and deadly 0 s this ? 


akhing up the letter. | 
Ha! Ta Lotharis — 'sdeath ! Calle name. 


bs 44 Opent ts 
Confußon and el. rx ut: s " [Reads 


OUR. ä ae 
reſoly'd this — a perfect obedience. te 
my father, and to to Altamont, i= /pite of 
my weakneſs for t ite falſe Lothario, 1 could lag with 
7 bad tht eat od that bn de, oth it, 
which you have wev's of fe = 


Dann is homntbrome,. 


But 6b | eee 
done by the too faitblſi, yet tos lovely This is 
the laſt weakneſs of my pen, 9 the 
laſt in which 1 will indulge my eyes, Lucilla hall con» 
duct you, if you ares kind enough to let me ſee.you ; it ſhall 
be the af voubl gon ful meu at from Par 221 


The bf cu. 


The loſt indeed |, for thou art gone as far | 
As there can be perdition. Fire and ſulphurl - 
Hel is the ſole avenger of ſuch crimes. N 
Oh, that the ruin were but all thy o.] n! | 
Thou wilt ev'n make thy b 

At ſig ht of .this black feroll, S 
(For oh! I know his heart is ſet upon thee) 
Shall droop, and hang his end head, | 
Like merit ſcorn'd by inſolent authority, 


| [Reade again 
again be un- 


And 


— — = \ 
© o * © SR 1 — — 
rr a — — — <2 * 


— —̃ — —⁰ V 7—·˙§ ͤx——  —— — 
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And never grace the pu 
Perhaps ev'n now he Fee bed criee on her, 
And thinking foe} an 
Bleſſes the 2 — — 
Then ſighing, to his ov” 4 
And bids Nis heart Be sfy'd with happineſs: 
Oh, wretched huſband! while he hangs about thee 
With idle blandiſnments, and plays the ford one, 
Ev'* then her het imagination wanders, 
Contriving riot, and "eapes of fore; 
And while ſhe claſpsthee cloſe, makes thee a monſter. a 
What if I give this paper to her father? | 
It follows that his juſhce dooms her dead, 
And breaks Mo how's with Strow ; "hard returte 
For all the yood his band Hine heap's en us! 
Hola, let me eue a Norrent's tought 
| Bau E. 
« Lav. My lord! . | 
Truſt me, it joys my beart that Fave e 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the com 7 
Before my brother's nuptiat rites-were * 
They told me you had felt ſome ſudden Illneſs ;. 
Where are you fick ? n if your head? your heart? 
Tell me, my love, arid eaſe my arxions thoughts ? 
Thar Tine wang you Jane ho ty arid, n 


foften all your 
+ Hor. 1 
Lock u 


njuft : No, let me ie fpare my friend, 
up the fatal feeret in my breaſt, 
Nor tell him that which will undo his. quiet. 
av. What means my lord? + 
Hor. Ha! ſaidſt thou, my Lavinia? 
Lav. Alas! you know not what you make me fuffer. 
Why ate you pale? why did you ſtart and tremble ? 
Whence is that fig? and — 22 eyes 
Severely rais d to heav'n? the fick man 
Acknol e the ſummons of his fate, 
Lifts up his feeble hands and eyes for merey, 
And with confuſion thinks upon his exit. 
Hor. Oh no! thou haſt miſtook my ſickneſs quite; 
Theſe pangs are of the ſoul. Wou'd I had met 
Sharpeſt 


public with his virtues.— 


* 


8 


4 
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CO EIN, 
yg pig 


Sh 
Or —— 
Rather than heave beneath thi: load of thought ! 
Lav Alas! what is it? © wherefore turn you 
from me 
222 you falſely ly eat me your Levine; - 
* | 


* 


, now you 

An ſrt ran rn 7 partnerhip © rac 

< Witneſs, ye holy pow rs, know. my truth, 
© There cinnoe be a danse in He fo miftradle, 
© Nothing ſo very hard but I could bear it, 

0 Much rather aun wy love rout tree me coldly, 
And uſe me like'a to his Reart. 

Hor. Seek not to know what would hide Won all, 
But moſt from these. I never knew a pleafure, 
Onght that was joyful, fortunate, or good, 
_ ke I ran to bleſs thee with the 
An 


But 1— oh 


S — 
Allow my melancho thoughts — 
other toy tide thoghts eau. 
— It is enosgh 5 chide not, and all is well ! 
rights ut ntrny Horatio, % 


= aſk'd — — — : 


I wo*riot — — me. 
Yet, my lov'd lord, — grant we this, 
Forget your cares for this one happy day, 
Devote this day to mirth, and 60 your haar; 
For his dear ſake let peace be in your looks. 
Ev'n now the jocund bridegroom waits your wiſhes, 
He thinks the prieſt has but half bleſt his marriage, 
Till his friend hails him with the ſound of joy. 
3 never l never! thod art innocent: 
2 from ill, pure native truth, _ 
— — 7 
Pur Gre e fork, fach falſe ones in the world, 
would fill gentle foul with wild amazemenc 
To hear their = : 
Lav. Falſe ones, _ ed! 


Hor. 


' 
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1 Fatally fair they are pang defresinhabi | 
8 ttle loves, and youn 1 it 3 

But all that gaze upon n 

For they are falſe, luxurious in their appetites, 

And all the heav'n they hope for is variety: 

One lover ta another ſtill ſucceeds, 

Another, and another after that, | 

And the laſt fool is welcome as the former ; | 

Till having lov'd his hour out, he gives place, A , 

1 mingles with the herd that went before him. 

Lev Cam the be ark. and have they peace of 
mind | 

Have they in all the ſetics of their changing 

One happy hour? If women are ſuch things, 

How was I form'd fo different from my ſex ! 

My little heart is ſatisfy d with you; 

You tk 1 48 — 2 4 of ſtran 
incely 

Where the good man, fo oa 

Yields all his homely — to his 

And hardly keeps a corner for himſe 

Zr. Oh, were they all like thee, men. would 


em, | 
And all the bus neſg of their lives be loving; | 
The nuptial band ſhould be the pledge of peace, 
And all domeſtick cares and quarrels ceaſe; 
The world ſhou'd learn to love by virtuous rules, 
A ne [Exeunt, 


. . 


—— 
4. 
_— "ITY 7 "= — 8 n "* * 7 
3 . 
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ACT x. '$CENE. L. 


wa" Han. g 
| Enter Califta and Lucilla. | 
Caiifa. E dumb for ever, filent as the grave, 
Nor let thy fond officiogs love diſturb. - 


My ſolemn adneſs with the ſaund of joy. Line 
It thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal tale 57 
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Of pinin diſcontent, and black deſpair ; - 

For oh! I've e around through all my thoughts, 
But all are indignation, love, or ſhame, 

And my dear peace of mind is loſt for ever. 

Luc. Why: do you follow fill that wand'ring fire, - 
That has miſled your weary fteps, and leaves you | 
Benighted in a wilderneſs of woe ? 

That falſe Zothario / turn from the deceiver ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle amr, 

© Kind-as the ſofteſt virgin of our ſex, 

And faithful as the ſimple village fais, 15 
That never knew the courtly vice of changing,” 
Sighs at your feet, and wooes you to be happy. 

Cal. Away! 1 chinl not of him. My fad foul © 
Has form*d a : ima! melancholy ſcene, + . 
Such a retreat as I wou'd wiſh to find; N 11 
An unfrequented vale, o ergrown with trees 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome ſhade 
a A and dirds ll-omen'd, only dwell : | ... 
No ſound to break the filence, but a brook: 
That bubblidg winds among the weeds: n cara 7 
Of any human that had been there, 
| Unleſs a ſkeleton of ſome poor wretch, 

Who had long ſince, like me, by love undone, | 
Sought that ſad. place-out to PUGET die 1 in. 
Luc. Alas for gn n e. 
Cal. Tl xs RS rt 

From the baſe world, from malice, and from ſhame 3 
For us the ſolemn counſel of my foul, | 
Never to live with public loſs of honours ' 
Tis hx'd to die, des than bear the inſolence 
Of each affected the that tells my ſtory, | 
And bleſſes her good ſtars that ſhe is virtuous. + 
Jo be a tale for fools ! ſcorn'd by the women, 
e L W * men ! Oh inſupportable! 
** ve the manifeſt .. 
E The at opens juſt you, 
And giping pulp chat opens Jul before you,” 
Oh, hear me; hear your ever-faithful creature ! 
By all the good I wiſh, by all the ill 5 


My 


uw —— ——— ot own” om, . da. oo, co > Y 
— 8289 * * 323 — CE —. 


—— 
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Still let me paſs neg 


And fatal love 
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My trembling heart forebades, mn Page, 

Never to ſee this faithleſs man again; 

Let me forbid his coming. 
Cal. On thy life 

I charge thee no: my genius drives me; 

I muſt, I will behold him once again, 

Perhaps it 1s the crifis of my fate, 

And this one interview ſhall end my cares. 

My lab'ring heart that fwells with indignation, 

4 * iſcharge the burthen; that once done, 


The buſy thing tall rſt wichn is cell, 
Auld 


Luc. Truſt not to that: ” 
Rage is the ſhorteſt paſſion of our ſouls; 
Like narrow brooks that riſe with ſudden ſhow'rs, 
It ſwells in haſte, and falls again as ſoon ! 
Still as it ebbs the ſofter thoughts flow in, 
And the decewer love ſupplies its place. 


Os OI ny OT ARG = 006 cam amy 
temper T 
Againſt the ſmooth deluſion ; but alas! 


(Chide not my weakneſs, gentle maid, but pity me) ; 


A woman's ſoftneſs hangs about me fill : 

Then let me bluſh, ee Oe folly. 
I ſwear 1 n 
Kneel at my an rr be forgive, 
But my relenting heart * pardon all 


And quite forget 'ewas he that had undone me. 


Luc. Ve ſacred powers, whoſe gracious providence 
© Is watchful — guard me from men, 
From their deceitful tongues, their vows and flatteries; 

lefted by their eyes, | 
- Let my-bloom wither, and axy form decay, 
© That none may think it worth his while to * 
may never be my bane 
Cal.“ Ha! Altamont? Califta, now be wary, 
And thy ſouls acceſſes o__ — ; 
Nor let this hoſtile huſband's ey 


'The warring paſſions, and * 


That rage within thee, and deform — 
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1 Enter ar, give) 
„ NE * e to the s 
Far to be ack by dh b mw 8 a 


1 

For from this ured ra af 
A better order of facecedin mg © 
Comes ſmiling forward, whate/and . 4 
Califta.is the miſtreſs of the year ; 
She crowns the ſeaſon with auſpicious beauty, 
And bids ev*n all 282 —— and joyful. 

Cal. If I were ever ſuch nr a, 
Oh! wherefore did I, by hy 
And waſting all.on N myſelf 


Without one thought 0157 to give me m— 
Ale. Oh, ny ep ſhall that fair face profane 
This thy ival with frowns and ſadneſs ! 
— not be, for I will wage (thee 
With ſo moving, with ſo warm a tranſport, 
That thou ſhalt cat the gentle flame from me, 
And kindle into jop. 
Cal. I tell thee, Altamont, 8 
Such hearts as aurs were never pair d above, 
Ill ſuited to each other; join'd, not match'd ; 
Some ſullen influence, 2 foe to hath, 
Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the frame. and temper of agr winds * 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this day, 
That fills thee with ſuch ecſtacy and tranſport, 
To me brings nathing thas ſhould make. me bleſs it, 
Or think it ctter than the day before, 
Or any other in the courſe of time, 
That dully took its turn, and was n. 
Al.. If t to behold thee as my 2 of happineſs, 
To know none fair, none excellent, but thee ; 


Thro a 
| ho TY lea | ange 4 1.45 
F age, e 3 


ortune, Gal 
12 ove; 


Be worth the leaft return 
O then let my Caliſta bleſs 
Ad ſet it down for happy. 


Cal. 


*0 
1 
'2 
. 
1 
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1 
my 


Flies fwifter from the voice © 
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Cal. "Tis the day 


In which my father gave my hand to Altamont; _ = 


As ſuch I will remember it for ever. 
Enter Sciolto, Horatio, and Lavinia. 


Sci. Let mirth go on, let pleaſure know no pauſe, 


But full bp ev/iry minute of the day. 

"Tis yours, my children, ſacred to your loves; 
The glorious ſun himfelf for you looks gy 5 

He ſhines for Atamant and for Califfa, _ 
Let there be muſick, let the mafter touch 


Till on, 
Teach the cold "maid to loſe — in. ok 
And the fierce youth to aeg at her feet. 
: (yn age b i chear'd with aitifick : 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth, 
Calls LIN and warms us into tranſpe 
TE e ee 

12 d Ik g A. | 

(17S O N 8. var * 
: 1 N. cv 


Au , robither 


4 ab fr,! 25, Kelten you fo, 
arming, arning, too relentleſs maid ? 


The — . and ſoftl 8 flute, 


1 


eint. 


N 1 follow wot to conguer, ' but ty die; 8 1 ee 


. ow off the fearful” are Ae 
4. un, n 
9 abs I call; . N air, | 
6 When preft "bj fome tempeſtuous wind, 


Wo Aba, 
: New We ne bind.” om 


J 


Sci. Take care my gates bs dhe bid all welcome; 


All who rejoice with me are friends ; 
Let each-indulge his genius, each be 
Jocund and free, and ſwell the feaſt d mch; 
The ſprightly bowl ſhall chearfully round, 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe ; 
Loſſes and 2 : bac and Poverty, 


To Is — 


C2 


The 


— 
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The rich man's infolence, and great man's ſcorn, 

In wine ſhall be forgotten all. Te- moro 
Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretchied. 


O! grant, ye powers, that I may ſee theſe happy. 
4 N . Dei, to Alt. and Caliſta. 
Cong bleſt, and I have life enough; 


And 


; The Breet nekr Sciolto's P , u. 
| Enter Lothario and Roſſano. es” v6 | 
\ © tell thee thenthe purport of my thoughts, 
A moment of A were it not 
My inſtrument on this Altamont; | 
Therefore I mean to wait ſome opportunity 5 
Of ſpeaking wich the * ſaw this * 
ROY „ T 
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Nes. I wiſh you, Sir, to think upon the danger | 
Of being ſeen ; to-day their friends are round em; 
And any eye chat lights by chance on r. 
Shall put * and ſ: ety to the hazard. 


12 con M a 
2 Horatio. 5 1 225 


Hor. Sun I muſt doubt ſome myſtery of miſchief, _ 
Some artifice beneath. Lathario's father! . 
I knew him well; he was ſagacious, eannin L 
Fluent in words, "and bold in peaceful — Is, 
But of a cold, unactive hand in war; 
Vet with theſe coward's virtues he undid 
My unſuſpecting, Is honeſt friend. 
This ſon, if fame miſtakes not, is more hot, 
More open and unartful !—Ha! he's here! [ Seeing him. 
Larb. Damnation! He again! This ſecond time 
| To-day he has croſt me like my evil genius. 
Hor. I ſought you, Sir, | 
Loth. *Tis well then I am found. 
Her. *Tis well you are: The man who wrongs my 


| friend 

To the earth's utmoſt verge would I purſue ! 

No place, tho? e'er ſo holy, ſhould protect him; 

No ſhape that artful fear e er form'd ſhould hide him, | 

Till he fair anſwer made, and did me juſtice. | 
Loth. Ha! doſt thou know me! that I am , 

At great a name as this proud city boaſts of. 

Who is this mighty man then, this Horatio, 

That I ſhould baſely hide me from his an 

Left he ſhould dude me for his freend's ifpleaſure? 

Hur. The brave, tis true, do never ſhun the light; 

Juſt are their thoughts, and open are their tempers, 

Freely without di they love and hate, 

Still are they Found in the 4 face of day,” 

And heav'n and men are judges of their Riog⸗. 

©" Loth. Such let em be of mine; there's not #purpoſe 

Which my ſoul ever fram'd, or my hand ated, 

But I could well have bid the world look on, 

And what I once durſt do, have dar'd to juſtify. 

Her. Where was this open boldneſs, this free ſpirit, 

When but this very morning I furpriz'd thee, # 

. 


? 


(R 
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In baſe, 222 conſulting 
And bribin mercenary wretch, 
To ſell her lady's ſecrets, ſtain her honor, 
And e 
At ſight of me thou fled'ſt! 

Loth, Ha! fled from thee? 


Hor. ee egg ile was on thee like a thief, 
Api deſcry'd in ſome dark corner, 
there had 


* rovy tre) with miſchievous i intent 
To rob and rav 


age at the hour of reſt, * 
And do a murder on the fleepers. | 
Loth. Slave! villain. 


Offers to draw, Roſſano bold bim. 

Neft. Hold, my lord! think where you are, 

Think how unſafe and hurtful to honour 

It were to urge a quarrel in this 
And ſhock the city with a broil. W 

Loth. Then, „ 


know 

I would not for this city's wealth, for all 7%. 

Which the fea wafts to our Ligurian ſhore, _ 

But that the joys I reap'd with that fond wanton, 

The wife of Altamont, ſhould be as public _ 

As is the noon-day fun, air, earth, or ue; 

Or any common benefit of nature. 

Think'& thou I meant the ſhame ſhould be conceabd ? 

Oh no! by hell and vengeance, all I wanted 

Was ſome fit meſſenger to bear the nes 

To the dull doating huſband : now I have — him, 

And thou art he. 

Her. I hold thee baſe enough 

To break throu 2 ſpurn at facred onder, 

And do 4 injury like this; n 

Yet mark me well, I young lord; I think Califa _ 

Too nice, too noble, too great of ſoul, 

To be a prey of ſuch a thing as thou art. 

*'Twas baſe and poor, unworthy of a man, 

To forge a ſcro] ſo villainous and looſe, 

And mark it with a noble lady's name; 

Tha EIN . EN 
B 2 5 Strangers 


4 
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Strangers to manhood; and to glorious dangers ; 
Who, Ted at Ls Ee 
Ranſack for, miſtrefſes' th* unwholeſome ftews, 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 
Loth. Think'ſt thou I forg'd the letter? Think ſo till, 
Till the broad ſhame come ftaring in thy face, 
And boys ſhall hoot the cuckold as he paſſes. 
| Fe - Away! no woman could deſcend ſo low: 
Fit E. — a Vou herd — 
And when the warms vain 
You talk 7 2 5 open . | — 
Aud fancy that you never knew. 
< Legends of faints, who never yet had be 
Or being, ne'er were faints, are not ſo 
As the A bye peo Guan} ona 
Loth. r 
I could produce fuch damning proof 
Hor. Tis falſe : 
Em 
Hate you like like ug 
Rather than you ble, che they ; would fe virgins, 8 
And ſtop the propagation of mankind. | | 
Loth.- It is the curſe of fools to be ſecure, 
And that be thine and Alamo s. Dream on: 
Nor think upon my vengeante till thou feel ſt it. 
Hor. Hdld, fir; another word; and then farewell. 
Tho? I think greatly of Califla's virtue, 
And hold it far beyond thy power to hurt 
Yet as ſhe ſhares the honour of my Aliamour, 


That treaſure of a ſoldier bought with blood, 


And kept at life's expence, I muſt not have 


Mark me Sir) her name 
e 
. held you e — 
Among your ſet of fools, talk of your dreſs, 
Of dice, of whores, - and ves; 
"Tis ſafer, and becomes dings. 

Loth. Whatif we paſs reef: this ſolemn order, 
And, in defiance of the 3 N I 
Indulge 


* 
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Indulge our ga thought, let laughter looſe, 
And ale his Picred frien 4 p for — mirth ? 
Hor. "Tis well! Sir, Your ar pleatumt—— 
Loth. By the joys 
Which my foul yet has uncontroll'd purſu'd, 
I would not turn aſide from my leaſt pleaſure, 
Tho? all thy force were arm'd to bar my way; 
But like the birds, 2 
That haunt in 
Rifle the e e e 
Yet ſcorn to aſk the lordly owner's leave. 
Hor. What li 
That thou ſhould't me anchaſtis'd ? . 
But henceforth, of poof I warn thee, thee, hun my walks 
- hack ey 


— roman 
Hor. is manners. 
Loth. Or if there e ne 
A beggar's paraſite? 
Ar. e 
Sincs lee nll 
Loth. Damnation ! | 

Rofſ. Hold, this guss 40 further here. 


* Horatio, tis too much ; already fee 
5 The Gowe tay Earn Tang to B8,, 


Loth. O 
Or give me way, ar thow's x0 mare wy 6 


_ 
Rafe, & 3 5 

You'll be —— — { be advie's, 

U « Orl farce yau ; take't on my word, 


"I You 


has vain preſumptuous youth, 5 
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You ſhall have juſtice done you on Horatio. 
Put up, my lord. 
Loth. This wo'not deen delay; 
Weſt of the town a mile, among "the rocks, 
Two hours ere noon to-morrow I expect thee. 
Thy ſingle hand to mine. 
ther. I meet thee there. 
Loth. 'To-morrow, oh my better ſtars ! to-morrow 
Exert your influence, ſhine ſtrongly for me; 
Tis not a common conqueſt I 5 gain. 
Since love, as well as arms, muſt grace my triumph. - 
Extunt Lothario and Roſſano. 
Her. Two hours ere noon to-morrow ! ha ! ere that 
He fees Califta. Oh unthinking fool 
What A, urg'd her with her crime and danger? 
If any ſpark from heav'n remain ung — 
Within her breaſt, my breath perha may wake it; 
Cou'd 1 but proſper thee: I wou'd not doubt. 
My combat with that loud vain-glorious boaſter. 
Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but think how ſeldom fools are juſt, 
So many of your ſex would not in vain 
Of broken yows, and faithleſs men, lain: 
Of all the various wretches love has 4 
How few have been by men of ſenſe betray 'd! 


Convinc'd by reaſon, they your we contels, | ; 


Pleas'd to: be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, | 
And, conſcious your worth, can never ore you leſs. 


* FA 
"4 o * d 


ACT:WM. s e ENB 1. 
SCENE, an apartment in Sciolto's palace. 
Enter Sciolto and Caliſta. - 
Sci. OW by my life, my honour, tis too much: 
Have I not makes, thee, waywardas thou art, 


Perverſe and ſullen all this day of j Joy ? 


When ev'ry heart was chear'd, and ** went round, 
Sorrow 


= 


Exit. 


THE FAIR PENITENT. 3: 


Sorrow, diſpleaſure, and repining anguiſh, 
Sat on 47 © like — — — planet, 
Foe to the harveſt, and the healthy year, 
Who ſcouls adverſe, and lours upon the world; 
When all the other ſtars, with gentle aſpect, 
Propitious ſhine, and meaning good to man. 
Cal. Is then the taſk of daty half perform'd ? 
Has not your daughter given herſelf to Aamont, 
Yielded the native 2 of her will 
To an imperious huſband's lordly rule, 
To gratify a father's ſtern command? 
Sci, Doft thou complain ? | 
Cal. For pity do not frown then, 
If in deſpite of all my vow'd obedience, 
A ſigh breaks out, or a tear falls by chance: 
| For ch! that ſorrow which has drawn your anger, 
Is the ſad native of Califa's brett, 
: And once poſſeſt will never quit its dwelling, + 
i Till life, the prop of all, ſhall leave the building, 
© To tumble down, and moulder into ruin. 
Sci. Now by the ſacred duſt of that dear ſaint 
That was thy mother; by her wond'rous goodneſs, 
Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying ſweetneſs, 
I fwear ſome fullen thought that ſhuns the light. 
— Lurks underneath that ſadneſs in thy —_ ' 
< > But mark me well; tho* by you heaven I love thee, 
As much, I think, as a fond parent can; 
Yet ſhou'dſt thon (which the pow'rs above forbid) 
E'er ſtain the honour of thy name with infamy, 


F'11 caſt thee off, as one whoſe impious hands. 
Had rent aſunder nature's neareſt ties, 
\_ once divided never join ago. 
o-day, I've made a noble youth thy huſband ; 
Confider well his worth, reward his love; 
Be willing to be happy, and thou art ſo. [Ext Sciolto. 
Cal. How hard is the condition of our ſex, 
Thro? ev'ry ſtate of life the ſlaves of man l. 
In all the dear delightful days of youth, - 
A rigid father dictates to our wills, 7 
And deals out pleaſure. with a ſcanty hand: 
B 4 To 
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To his, the tyrant huſband's reign ſucceeds ; 

Proud with opinion of ſuperior reaſon, 

He holds domeſtic bus'neſs and devotion 

All ö and ſhuts us, 424 

Like cloi idiots, from the world's acquaintance, 

And all the jays of freedom. Wherefore are we 

Born with high ſouls, but to aflert ourſelves, 

Shake off this vile obedience they exact, 

And claim an equal enn 

Enter Horatio. 

Her. She's here! yet oh! my tongue is at a loſs : 

Ling > raps ſome pow'r, that happy art of ſpeech, - 
0 m in gracious words; 

Zach as mag fg f 

9 99 — 


upon her ſoul, 
nous paſhons. - 


To join mp guet'e roam, . . 
hurt your „and quench thoſe eyes in tears. 
al. unlock 'd for on my private ſorrow, 
„ enn 
n * 
Her. Unkiadly 
1 e e e , 

come to- prove m alifta's | 
| Col. You are my huſband's friend, the friend. of 


Ah amont. 
Hor. Are you not one? Are you not join d by heay'n, 
no KK | 

Are you not mix'd like ſtreams of meeting rivers / 

© Whoſe blended waters are no more diſtin d, 
© But roll into the ſea, one common flood ?* 
Then, who can give his friendſlu but to one ? 
Who can be Altament's and not Califa's ? 

Cal. Force, and the wills of our imperious rulers, 
May bind two bodies in one wretched chain ; 
But minds will ſtill look back to their own choice. 

So the poor in a fi _ 

'Stands on the , and ſends his wiſhes back 


C „ Ce toe wine does. | 
* r. 


3 
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Hor. When ſouls that ſhould agree to will the ſame, 
To have one common object br ao# 755mm 
Look different ways, regardleſs other, 
1 —— 7 near ph 
1 baniſh' d nel and ande. 
ris. wn any yr magyar 

a day thall be a day of 

Cal. Then all che boaſted office of thy friendſhip, 
Was but do nene whets watch the is ; 
Alas! what needed that? 

Hor. Oh! rather ay, 
I came to tell her how the mig 
To ſooth the ſecret anguiſh 
2 —— 8 

Cal. Say thou, to whom this paradiſe is known, 
Where lies the bliGful region? mark my way toit, 
For oh! — yarn ev on 
Hor. Then—to be a peace 
Are happier than 1 
Guilt is the ſouree of — tis the fend, 
Th' avenging fend, that follows us behind 
With whips and ſtings; the bleſt know none of this, 
But reſt an peace of mind, . 
And find the height of all their heav'n is goodnefs. 

Cal. And what bold paraſite's officious tongue 
Shall dare to tax Cakfa's name with guilt? 

Hor. None ſhould; but 'tise buſy, talking world, 
That avith Homntioue ——— thexmnd, 
As freely n 

Cal. mh ite riddle lucks beneath thy words, 
Which thou would't ſeem unwilling to expreſs, 
As if it meant; ; ambiguous las phraſe 
Away with this am g 
And ler thy oracle be underſtood. 

Hor. Lothavio 

Cal. Ha ! what would'ſt thou mean by him? -- 

Hor. Lothario and Califfa /——— Thus they ; join 
Two names, which heav'n decreed ſheuld never meet; 
Hence have the talkers of this populous city * 
. B 5 A ſhame- 


«| 
. 
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A ſhameful tale to tell for a= ſport, 
Of an unhappy beauty, a falſe fair one, 
Who plighted to a noble youth her faith, 
When ſhe had given her honour to a wretch. 

Cal. Death and confuſion ! have I liv'd to this? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly infolence ! 

To be the ſport of a looſe ruffian's tongue! 
Thus to be us'd ! thus ! like the vileſt creature, 
That ever was a ſlave to vice and infamy. ' 7 

Hor. By honour and fair truth, you — much; 
For on my ſoul, nothing but ſtrong necetfity - 
Cou'd my tongue to this ungrateful office: 

I came with ſtrong reluctance, as if death _ 
Had Rood a-croſs my way to ſave your honour, 
Yours and Sciolto's, yours and Altamont's.; 

Like one who ventures through a burning 9 © 
To fave his tender wife, with all her bro 

Of little fondlings, from the dreadful ruin. 

Cal. Is this, is this the famous friend-of Alamont, 
For noble worth and deeds of arms renown'd ? | 
Is this ! this tale- bearing officious fellow, 

That watches for intelligence from eyes ; 

This wretched Argus of a jealous huſband, - 
That fills his eaſy ears with monſtrous tales, 
Which make him toſs, and rave, and wreak at le 
Bloody revenge*on his defenceleſs wife; ; 
Who guiltleſs dies, becauſe her fool ran mad? 

Hes. Alas | this rage is vain ; fot if your fame 
Or peace be worth your care, you muſt be calm, 
And liſten to the means are left to fave *em.. 


"Tis now the lucky minute of your fate, 


. 


_ 


By me your genius ſpeaks, by me-it warns you,. 


ever to ſee that curſt Losbarie more; 
Unleſs you mean to be deſpis d, be ſhunn'd 


BY all our virtuous maids and noble matrons.;. 
n 


leſs you have devoted this rare beauty © 
To infamy, diſeaſes, 'proftitution— 
Cal. Diſhonour blaſt thee, baſe,-unmanner'd ſlave ! 
That dar'ſt forget my birth, and ſacred ſex, 
And ſhock me with the rude unhallow'd ſound * 
ors 


you — 
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Hor. Here kneel, and in the awful face of heav'n 


Breath out a ſolemn vow, never to ſee, 
Nor think, if poſſible, on him that ruin'd thee ; 


Or by my Alamont's dear life I ſwear, _ 


This paper Nay, you muſt not fly !—This Paper, 


Holding "rol 
mel uilty ſhall divulge your ſhame—— 


What mean'ſt thou by that paper? What con- 
trivance 

Haſt thou been forging to deceive my father, 

To turn his heart againſt his —.— daughter, 

That Altamont and thou may ſhare his wealth ? 

A wrong like this will make me e'en forgot. 


2 weakneſs of my ſex. Oh, for a ſword, 
Tha Bag vengeance on the villain's hand 
24 the ſcroll ! 4 


"RF" Behold, can this be forg'd ? 


See where Califta* s name ——[ Shewing the letter near. 
Cal. To atoms thus, [Tearing it. 


Thus let me tear the vile, deteſted falſhood, 


The wicked lying evidence of ame. 

Hor. Confuſion! | 

Cal. Henceforth, thou officious fool, 
Meddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy life 
To breathe an accent that may touch my virtue. 
L am myſelf the of my honour, 
And will not bear ſo inſolent a — ho 

Enter Altamont. 

Ale. Where is my life, my love, my charming bride, 
Joy of my heart, = ure of my eyes, 
© The wiſh, and care, and. buſineſs of i my-youth ? 


.< Oh! let me find her, ſnatch her to my breaſt, 


© And tell her ſhe delays my bliſs too long, 
* Till m my ſoft ſoul. ev'n fickens with defire.” 
Diſarder'd and i in tears — Horatio. tool! 


n y friend is in amaze Wbat can it mean? 


Tell me, Califa,. who has done thee wrong, 

That my. ſwift ſword may find out. the offender,. 

And do thee ample juſtice. 
Cal. Turn to him. * 
| ; . 
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Alt. Horatio /! | 

Cal. To that infolent. 

Could he do this? He, who was half myſelf? 

One faith has ever bound us, and one reaſon 

Guided our wills: have I not found him juſt, 

Honeſt as truth itſelf ? and con'd — 

The ſanctity of friendſhip ? Could he wound 

The heart of Altamont in his Califta ? | 

Cal. I thought what juſtice I hould find from thee! 

Go fawn upon him, liſten to his tale, 

Applaud his malice, that wou'd blaſt my fame, 

And treat me like a common proſtitute. J 

Thou art perhaps confederate in his miſchief, | 

And wikt believe the legend, if he tells it. . ö 

Alt. Oh impious! what preſumptuous wretchſhall dare 

To offer an injury like 1 

Prieſthood, nor age, nor cowardice itſelf, 

Shall fave him from the fury of my vengeance. | 
Cal. The man who dar'd to do it was Horatio / 

Thy darling friend! TwWas Alramont”'s Horatio“ 

But mark me well! while thy divided heart 

Doats on a villain that has wrong*d me thus, 

No force ſhall drag me to thy hated bed ; 

Nor can my cruel father's do more 

Than ſhut me in a cloiſter; there, well pleas d, 

Religious hardfhips will J learn to bear, 

Io faſt, and freeze at midnight hours of pray'r. 

Nor think it hard, within a lonely cell, . 

With melancholy, ſpeechleſs ſaints to dwell : - 

But bleſs the day I to that refuge ran, | 

Free from the marriage chain, and from that tyrant | 

man. | | TExit Caliſta. th 

Ale. She's gone; and as ſhe went, ten thouſand fires 

Shot from her angry eyes, as if ſhe meant 

Too well to keep the cruel vow ſhe made. a 

Now as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me, | | J 

What means this wild confuſion in thy looks ? 

As if thou wert at variance with thyſelf, 

Madneſs and reaſon combating within thee, 


And 
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And thou wert doubtful which ſhou'd get the better ? 
Hor. T wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy fate 1 
N 


Has otherwiſe decreed. it: thou haſt ſeen 
That idol of thy foul, that fair Cal/ifa, £ 
Thou haſt beheld her tears. | F 
Ale. I have ſeen her weep, 
I have ſeen that lovely one, that dear Califa, 
Complaining in the bitterneſs of ſorrow, 
That thou my friend Horatio thou haſt wrong'd her. 
Hor. That 1 have wrong'd her ! had her eyes fed 
From that rich ſtream which warms her heart, and 
or every falling tear a blood, ' 
It had not been too mach ; for ſhe has ruin'd thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont / She has undone thee. 
A. Doſt thou join ruin with Cah/fa's name? 
What is ſo fair, ſo exquiſitely good ? 3 
Is ſhe not more than painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful poets fancy, when they love? l 
Does ſhe not come, like wiſdom, or good fortune, 
Replete with og 6 giving wealth and honour ? 
The dowry which ſhe brings is peace and pleaſure, 
And everlaſting joys are in her arms. $I KELE. 755 
Hor. It had been better thou hadſt liv'd a beggar, 
And fed on ſcraps at great men's ſurly doors, : 
Than to have match'd with one fo , fo fatal. 
Ale. It is too much for fri ip to allow thee: © 
Becauſe I tamely bore the Long: ou didſt her, 
Thou doſt ayow the barb'rous, brutal part, 
And urge the injury ey'n to my face. 
ie. ſee ſhe Ar of thy heart, 
She has charm'd thee, like a fyren, to her bed, 
With looks of love, and with enchanting ſounds : 
Too late the rocks and quickſands will a 5 
When thou art wreekt upon the faithlef hore, 7 
Then vainly wiſh thou hadſt not left thy friend, 
To follow her deluſion. | * 
Au. If thy friendſhip | 
Do churliſhly deny my love a room, 
It is not worth my keeping, I diſclaim it. 


Her, 


Say, who is vile? but dare not name Califa. 


But hence! 
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- Her. Canſt thou ſo ſoon forget what I've been to thee? 
I ſhar'd the taſk of nature with thy father, 
And form'd with care thy inexperienc'd youth 
To virtue and. to arms. 
Thy noble father, oh thou light young man! 
Wou'd he have us'd me thus ? One fortune fed. us; 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flouriſh'd, and together fell. 
He calPd me friend, like thee: wou'd he have left me 
Thus? for a woman! nay a vile one too? 

Alt. Thou canſt not, dar'ſt not mean it; ſpeak again, 


Hor. I had not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compell'd, 
And forc'd: to clear myſelf; but fince thus ung d, ? 
I muſt avow I do not know a. 

Alt. Thou wert my father's friend, he low d thee well; 
A kind of venerable mark of him 
Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my vengeance: 
F cannot, dare net lift my ſword againſt thee, 

But henceforth never let me ſee thee more. [Going out. 

Har. J love thee ſtill, ungrateful as thou art, 
And muſt, and will preſerve thee from diſhonour,. - 
Ev'n in deſpite of thee. (Holds bim. 
Alt. N ge my arm. 

Hor. If honour be thy care, if thou would'ſt live 
Without the name of credulous, wittol huſband, - 
Avaid thy bride, ſhun her deteſted bed, 

The joys 0 yields are daſh'd with Poiſon . 

Alt. Off! 

To urge me but a minute more is fatal. 

Hor. She is polluted !. ſtain'd ! 

Alt. Madneſs, and raging ! 


Hor. Diſhonour'd by the. man you hate 
A I pr'ythee looſe me yet, for thy own fake, 
If life be 1.55 the keeping | 
Hor. By Lothario. 
Alt. Perdition take thee, villain, for the falſhood ! 
, th 86 Dn [ Strikes him. 
Now nothing ut. e can. make atonement. 
, "0. blow ! J. 


8 
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_ A blow Thou haſt us'd me well [Drews. 
This to thy heart 
K. Yet hold! — By heav'n, his father's in his face. 
Spite of my wrongs, my heart runs o'er with ten- 
derneſs, | 
And I cou'd rather die myſelf than hurt him. 
Alt. Defend thyſelf, for t my much. wrong'd love, 
I ſwear the poor evaſion ſhall not ſave thee. 
Her. Yet hold! thou know'ſt I dare !—Think how 
we've liv'd= 


[They fight ; Altamont preſſes on „Horatio, 


who retires. | 
Nay ! ! then tis brutal violence l And FI 
Thus Nature bids me guard the life ſhe gave. 


6h Ii be. 
Lavinia enters and runs between their feords.. 


Lav. My brother, my Horatio! is it poflible ? 
Oh ! turn Hs cruel fwords upon 7H" my 
IF muſt quench your impious rage in blood, 
Behold, my heart ſhall give you all her ſtore, 

To fave thoſe dearer ſtreams that flow from yours. 
Ale. Tis well thou haſt found a ſafeguard ; none 
N 2 1 uld ſave thee fro f 

0 r on co ve thee from 

: _ Q fatal deadly ſound ? end * 
- Hor. Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain boy ! Haſt thou the rev'rence 
Due to my arm, thy firſt, thy great example, 
Which pointed out thy way to noble daring, 
And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a man! 

Lav, What buſy, 

goodneſs, 

Could kindle ſuch a diſcocd ? © Oh, lay by 
© Thoſe moſt ungentle looks, and angry weapons, 
VUnleſs you mean my oriefs, and big fears. 

Should ſtretch me out at your relentle feet, 

© A wretched corpſe, the victim of your fury. 
_— Alx TG — what made us Deo? Twas baſe 

ingratitude: 
* ”Twas ſuch a fin to friendſhip, as heav'n's mercy, 


That 


ing fiend, what foe to 


-— <— > —— — — — 


* = — „ 


-»» . Al ts. E. 


The kind confe 


It is too mock, this tide o 


Sav'd from the ſhi 
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That ſtrives with man's untoward monſtrouswickedneſs, 
* Unwearied with forgiving, ſcarce could pardon.” 
He who was all to me, child? brother! friend! 
With barb' rons, bloody malice, ſought my life. 
Alt. Thou art my fiſter, and I would not make w_ 
The lonely mourner of a widow'd bed, 
Therefore thy haſband*s life is ſafe ; but wacn him, 
No more to know this hoſpitable roof. 
He has but ill repaid Scialto's bounty ; 
We muſt not meet; tis dangerous: 
0 [He is „Lavinia boli Bim. 
Lav. Stay, Altamont, my er, ſtay, if ever 
Nature, or what is nearer much than nature, 
of our minds, 
to one another; ſtay, 
And one gentle word to your Horatio. 
Behold, his anger melts, he longs to love you, 
To call you friend, then preſs you hard, with all 
'The tended; ſpeechleſs joy of reconcilement. | 
Alt. Te cannot, ſhinot be !—you muſt not hold me. 
Lav. Look kindly then'! 
Alt. Each minute that I ſtay, 
Is a new injury to fair Caliſſa. 
From thy falſe friendſhip to her arms III fly: 
© There, if in an of love I reſt, 
© Breathleſs with UE, apoa 2 g ok 
© In broken melting Bic 2c of Wear, 
c Henceforth to truſt my heart with none but her : 6 
Then own the joys, whuch on her charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithleſs friend. 
[Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and exit. 
Hor. Oh, raiſe thee, „ate from ths earth ; 
flowing grief, 
This wond'rous waſte of tears, too much to give oy: 
'To an ungrateful friend, and cruel brother. 
Lav. Ts there not cauſe for weeping ? Oh Horatio / 
A brother and a huſband were my treaſure, 
This was all the little wealth that poor Lavinia 
reck of her father's fortunes, 
One half is loſt already; if thou leav'ſt me, 


Have made us 


So when a merchant ſees 


THE FAIR PENITEN'T. 44 


If thou ſhould'ſt prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
Whom ſhall I find to pity m 
To have compaſſion on a helpleſs wanderer, 

And give her where to lay her wretched head ? 


Hor. Why doſt thou wound me with thy fo ſoft com> 
plainings ? 


Tho- Altamont be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 

Yet think not I impate his crimes to thee. 

Talk not of being forſaken, for ll keep thee, 

Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happineſs. 

< Heav'n form'd thee gentle, 8 and full of 3 5 

And made thee all my 

It gave thee to me, as: by ator 

« For fortune, friends, and all the world befide.” - 
Lav. Then you will love me ll, 2 

And hide me from in 


Here end my cares, a mal I os ane aghe, 
C How we ſhall live, or purchaſe food and raiment. 
© The holy T, * ho oaths the Goſelebs earth, 
With with fruits, with flow'rs and verdant graſs, 


© Whole bounteous hand feeds the whole brute creation 
Kno all our wants, and has enough to give us. 
Her. from Genea, from falſhood 
To ſome more honeſt didant clime 4.086 
For ee AE NE Gs. 
For t but partner of 
Lav. Yes, I will follow thee ; 
My country, brother, friends, ev 
Tho? mine's a little all; | 

And better far, it ou be left for thee, 
And all that I would kee ſhould be Horatio. 

veſſel loſt, 


Tho? richly freighted from a foreign coaſt, 

Gladly, for life, the treaſure he wou'd give 2 

And only wiſhes to , and live. - | 

Sr his mind, d 

But driving o'er the billows 

Cleaves to one faithful plank, bad Jeares the ret | 
behind. Excunt. 
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ACT. IN.:$CENKE L 
4 GARDEN. 
Enter ALTAMONT.” 


: . WIre what unequal tempers are we form'd ? 
One day the ſoul fupine with eaſe and 

| ſulneſs. f 

© Revels ſecure, and fondly tells herſelf So 


© The hour of Evil can return no more ; 

© The next, the ſpirits pall'd, and lick of riot, 
« Turn all to diſcord, and we hate our beings, 
_ © Curſethe paſt joy, and think it folly all, 

And bitterneſs, and anguiſh. Oh! laft night * 

* What has ungrateful beauty paid me back, 
For all that maſs of friendſhip which I ſquander'd B 
« Coldnefs, averfion, tears, and ſullen ſorrow, | 
Hab' d all my bliſs, and damp'd my bridal bed. 
Soon as the morning dawn'd, ſhe vaniſh'd from me, 
* Relentleſs to the gentle call of love. 
© I haveloſt a friend, and I have gain 1 ? 
© Turn not to thought, my brain; but let me find 
Some unfrequented ſhade, there lay me down, 
And let forgetful dulneſs ſteal upon me. = 
* To ſaften and aſſuage this pain of thinking. [Exit 

, Weep not my fair, but let the god o of love 

ugh in aby eyes, in thy heart, 
Kin le again his touch, and hoid it high, 
To light us to new joys ; nor let à thought 
Of di cord, or diſquiet paſt, moleſtthee ; 

But to a long oblivion give thy cares, 

And let us melt the preſent hour in bliſs. "Re 

Cal. Seek not to ſooth me with thy falſe endearments, 
To charm me with thy ſoftneſs: tis in vain: | 
Thou canſt no more betas, nor I be ruin'd. 

The hours of folly, and of fond del. ght. 


* 


Are 
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Are waſted all, and fled ; thoſe that remain 

Are doom'd to weeping, anguiſh, and repentance : ' 

I come to charge thee with a long account, 

Of all the ſorrows I have known already, 

And all I have to come ; thou haſt undone me. 
Letb. Unjuſt Califa! doſt thou call it ruin, 

To love as we have done; to melt, to languiſh, 

To wiſh for ſomewhat exquiſitely happy, 

And then be bleſt even to that wiſh's height? 

To 3 joy, and ſtrait to live again; 3 

Speechleſs to „and with tumultuous tranſport — 
Cal. Oh — hear no more, I cannot ds ie] | 

*Tis. deadly to remembrance ; let that night, | 

That guilty night be blotted from the year; 

© Let not the voice of mirth or muſick know: it, 

Let it be dark and deſolate, no ftars 

To glitter o'er it; let it wiſh for light, 

© Yet want it ſtill, and vainly wait the dawn;” 

For 'twas the night that gave me up to ſhame, 

To ſorrow, to the perfidious falſe Lotbario. 
Loth. Hear this, ye rs! mark the fair deceiver 

Sadly camplains of vi truth ; — " 

She calls me falſe, even ſhe, the faithleſs ſhe, 

Whom night, whom heay'n and earth have heard 

Sighing to vow, and tenderly \ ans 54%, 2 

Ten thouſand times, ſhe would be only mine ; 

And yet, - behold, ſhe has given herſelf away, 

Fled from my arms, and wedded to another, 

Ev'n to the man whom moſt I hate on 
Cal. Art thou ſo baſe to upbraid me with acrime, 

Which nothing but thy cruelty could cauſe ? ; 

If indignation raging in my foul, | 

For thy unmanly inſolence and ſcorn, 

Urg'd me to do a deed of deſperation, 

And wound myſelf to be reveng'd on thee, 

Think whom I ſhould devote to death and hell. 

Whom curſe as my undoer, but Letharia ; 

Hadſt thou been juſt, not all Scialta's pow'r, 

Not all the vows and pray'rs of ſightng Altamont, 

Could have prevail'd, or won me to forſake th 


4 
— 
. 


Loth. 
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Loth. How have I fail'd in juſtice, or in love ? 
Burns not my flame as hely as at firſt? 
Ev'n now my heart beats high, I languiſh for thee, 
My tranſports are as fierce as ſtrong my wiſhes, 
As if thou had never bleſt me with thy beauty. 
Cal. How didſt thou dare to think that I would live 
A ſlaye to baſe defires, and brutal pleaſures ? - 
To be a wretched wanton for thy leiſures, 
To toy, e 
My foul diſdains thee for ſo mean a though 
Loeb. The driving ſtorm of paſſion will have way, 
Ang 1 ma yield bifoceit wert thou calm, 
poor criminal, whom thou has deom'd, 
2 
rage, te. 
Enter behind them Altamont. | 
Ale. I have. loſt do I live and wake ? 
Cal. Had thou rr 
Not Altamant, eue reer near. 
But wherefore nam d I with thee ? - 
Itis for thee, for thee, am cart; z oY 
be me, 5 
Calls me to anſwer for my virtue | 
My honour loſt to thee; for thee . 
8 Sciolto vowing vengea * 4 | 
Alt. Rebold him hete— [Coming forward. 
Cal. Aht - Starting. 
Alt. The wretch ! den duc meds; : | 
Curſes and ſorrows haſt thou heap” 6 
And ven is che only 
Tot. Thou 9 — 3 —2 
But love and war take turns like day and night, 
And little preparation ſerves my turn, | 
Equal to bark: and arm'd for either field. 

We've long been foes, this moment ends our quarrel ; 
Earth, heav'n, and fair Calif judge the combat! 
Cal, Diſtraction ! fury! ſorrow ! ſhame ! and death; 

© Me. Thou haſt talk A too much, breath is poiſon 
, I: caintstheambieut air ; this for my ther, .* 


I wou'd not bear to be 
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< This for Sciolto, and this laſt for Altamont. 


i 


T; ; Eothaiio falls. 
' Lotb. Oh Alam! thy 4 22 88 — 


Thou haſt 'd —My ambitious foul 
Declinin „and all her fires grow pale; 

Yet let not this advantage ſwell thy pride, 

I conquer'd in my turn, in love I triumph'd : 
Thole j Joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of fate; 

That ſweet — 3 ſmiling to my thoughts, 
Adorns my fall, and chears my heart in dying. 3 

Cal. And whit remains for me beſet with ſhame, 
Encompaſs'd round with wretchedneſs ? There is 
But this one way to break the toil, and *ſcape. 

[She catches up Lorathio's Ard, ani offers to kill ber- 

ſelf; Altamont rans to ber, and wwreſts it from ber. 
| Me. What means thy frantick rage? 

Cal. OF! let me go. 

Alt. Oh! thou has more than murder'd me yet ſtill, 
Still art thou here! and my ſoul ſtarts with horror, 5 
* _ ht of any danger that may reach thee. 
hink'ſ 1 mean to hve ? to be forgiven? 
Oh! yr thou haſt known but little of Califa ; 
If thou hadſt never heard my ſhame; if only 
The midnight moon and filent ftars had ſeen it, 

deep to fi —— — 5 

But dig down to find a - 
And hide me from their beams. 

Sciolto within,}] What ho! my ſon ! 

© Ale. Is it Scialts calls; me rand find me; 

© The wretchedRt thin of all my kind on earth 

Cal. It is the voice of thunder, or my father ? 
Madneſs ! confuſion ! let the ſtorm come on, 
Let the tumultous roar drive all upon me, 
Daſh my devoted bark; ye ſurges, break it? 
Tis for my ruin that thetempeſt riſes. 
When J am loſt, ſunk to the m low. 
Peace ſhall return, and all be calm again. 


Defile that hand, ſo juſt, ſo great 
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Titer Sciolto. | | 
* 8. Ev'n now Rofſano leap'd the garden ſl "IE 
Ha ! death has been among you—Oh my fears! | 
Laſt night thou had a diff*tence with thy friend, 
The cauſe thou gavꝰſt me for it was a damn'd one; 
Did thou not wrong the man who told thee truth ? 
Anſwer me quick 
Alt. Oh! preſs me not to ſpeak; | 
Ev'n now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead before you: ſee that body 
And gueſs my ſhame ! my ruin ! oh Califa; 2 
Sci. It is enough! but I am flow to execute, 
And juſtice lingers in my lazy hand; 
'F het let me wipe diſhonor ſrom my name, | 
And cut thee from the earth, thou ſtain to goodneſs — 
ert to hill Caliſta, Altamont Shit him. 
Alt. Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raſh father, ſtay, 
Or turn the point on — and through my breaſt 
Cut out the bloody paſſage to Calzia; 
So ſhall my love be perfect, while for her 
Idie, for whom alone 1 wiſh'd to hve. 
Cal. No, Altamont ; my heart, that ſcorn'd thy love, 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity ; p 
Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I ſeem, 
Still I have ſomething of Scialto's virtue. 
Yes, yes, my father, I applaud thy juſtice ; 
Strike home, and I will bleſs — for the blow : : 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain ; 
"Tis ſharp, "tis terrible, and I cou'd curſe ©, 
The chearful day, men, earth, and Heav'n, and thee, 


Ev'n thee, thou venerable, good old man, 


For being author of a wretch like me. 
Alt. Liſten not to the wildneſs of her raving; 

Remember nature! Shou'd thy daughter's murder 

in arms, 

Her blood wou d reit upon thee to 

Pollute thy name, and ſully all thy — 21 h 
Cal. Have I not wrong d his gentle nature much ? 

And yet behold him pleading for my life: 

«. Loſt as thou art 10 virtue, oh Califta : ; 


I think 


8 
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*I think thou canſt not bear to be outdone: - wh 
Then haſte to die, and be oblig*d no more. 

Sci. Thy piouscare has given me time to think, 
And ſav'd me from a crime; then reſt, my ſword ; 
To honour have I kept thee ever ſacred, 

Nor will I ftaia thee with a raſh revenge: 

But, mark me well, I will have juſtice done ; 

Hope.not to bear away thy crimes unpuniſh'd, 

I will ſee juſtice executed on the, 

Ev'n to a Roman ſtrictneſs; and thou, nature, 

Or whatſoe'er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 

Be ftill ; thy tEnder ſtrugglings are in vain. 

Cal. Then am I doom'd to live and bear your 

triumph? ae 5 | 
To groan beneath your ſcorn and fierce upbraiding, 
* Daily.to be reproach'd, and have my miſery 
At mora, at noon, at night told over to me, 
* Left my remembrance might grow pitiful, 
And grant a moment's interval of peace; 
Is this, is this the mercy of a father: 
I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

Sci. Hence from my ſight, thy father cannot bear thee ; 
Fly with thy infamy to ſome Jark cell, , 
Where on the confines of eternal night, | 
Mourning, misfortune, cares, and anguiſh dwell ; 
Where ugly ſhame hides her opprobrious head, 

And death and hell deteſted rule maintain; 
There howl out the'remainder of thy life, 
And wiſh thy name may be no more remember'd. 

Cal. Ves, Iwill fly to ſome ſuch diſmal place, 
And be more curft than you can wiſh I were; 

This fatal form, that drew on my undoing. 
Faſting, and tears, and hardſhip ſhall deſtroy; 

Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will I know, 

Nor ought that may continue hated life. 
Then when you ſee me meag „wan, and chang'd, 
Stretch'd at my length, and dying in my cave, | 
On that cold earth I mean ſhall be my grave, 
Perhaps you may relent, and fighing ſay, 


At length her tears have waſh'd her ſtains away * 


At 


— I  ————_-_____E 
en — — 
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At length 'is time her puniffiivent ſhould ceaſe ; 
Die, thou poor ſuff ring wretch, and be at peace. 


[Exit Caliſta, 
Sen Who of my ſervants wait there? 
Enter a ſervant. 


—— that none 
Paſs out, or enter but by my appointment. 2 


Exit ſervant: 
Ale. There is a fatal fury in your vjſage, | 
It blazes fierce, and menaces deſtruction: 
My father, I am fick of ſorrows, | 
« Ev'n now my eaſy heart is breaking with em; 
1 Tre dl e Rat Ae me meg? Ry: 
I tremble at the vengeance which you meditate 
On the ,"faithleſs lovely,” dear Califa. 
Sci. at thou not read what brave Virgi mus did ? 
With his on hand he flew I ey Gaby ter, f 
To ſave her from the fierce Decemvir's g 


He flew her yet unſpotted, to prevent n i 
The ſhame which * might know. Then what ſhould 


- * * 


—— 


1 do? 

ras ore tyd 1 my dare o'r kl her; 
et — as | 

The common infamy har brands ws b. both,” 

She ſha' not . We 


Al. You mean that ſhe mall die then? 
Sci. Alk me not what; nor how I have reſolv'd, 
For all within is anarchy and uproar 
Oh Altamont! What a vaſt ſcheme of joy 
Has this one day deftroy'd ? Well did I hope 
This daughter wou'd have bleſt my latter days, 
'That I ſhould 4 to ſee ah br the world*s wonder, 
So — 4 2485 805 1 , that none were like you. 
life and care ſet free, 
Fla — pen the evening of my at home, 
5 tt prattlin race ot yours: 
here like e an old — Re wile.” and 7 
Ln ü 
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r 
nn damn her 
Enter a Servant. 
iow. Arm yourſelf, my lord : 
Reſſano, who but now eſca p'd the garden, 
Has hard in the ert « bend of rioters, 
Who threaten you and all your friends with ruin, 
Unleſs Lorharis be return'd in ſafety. 

Sci. By heav*n, their fury riſes to m _. 
Nor ſhall misfortune know my houſe. 
But thou, - Lothario, _— OG 
e with. 

think my name as t, my as potent, 
As any in the fate; all ſhall be ſummon'd ; 
I know that all will tele their bands ho-curs, 
And vindicate thy vengeance. Raiſe the body, 
And bear it in; his friends ſhall buy him dearly, 
I will have blood for ranſom : When our force 
Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy ſword. 
| To join with us, and ſacrifice to juſtice. 


Ex. Scio *© and Altamont.” 
[The body of Io is carried off by Servants. 
3 Memory 22 fenkes; 
© A ere is a ſtupid weight u 
A diſmal ſullen ſtillneſs, r 
The ſtorm of rage and grief, like ſilent death. 
EI noiſe of life. 
ou'd it were death, as ſure tis wondrous like it, 
8 Fele my ſoul's pall'd, 
She kindles not with anger or revenge: 
Love was th' informing, active fire within; 
5 Now that is quench'd, the maſs to move, 
And longs to mingle with its kin earth. 
[A tumultudus noiſe, with claſhing of fwords as 
dt @ little diſtance.” 
Enter Lavinia with two Servants, their ſwords drawn. 
Lav. Fly, ſwiftly fly, to my Horatio's aid, 
Nor loſe your vain officious cares on me ; 
Bring me my lord, huſband to my arms; 
* n | bripg him me de 


Y * 


ey hi 
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And I ſhall be at eaſe, be well and happy. 
[ Exeunt 8 
Au. Art thou Lavinia? Oh! what barb' rous hand 
Could wrong thy poor defenceleſs innocence, 
And leave fa marks of more than ſavage fury? 
Lav. My brother! O my heart is full of fears ; 
Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds. — 
Not far from hence, as paſſing to the 
By a mad multitude we were ſurroun = 
Who ran upon us with uplifted ſwords, 
And cry'd, aloud for ve ce, and Lathavio. | 
My lard with ready boldneſs flood the ſhock, 
To ſhelter me — danger; but i 2 
Had not a from Sciolto s | | 
— che fray. 


Ruſh'd out, and ſnatch'd me 

Ale: What of my friend? $5.4 

Lav, Ha! pn, 'tis he! {| Looking vas. 
He lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is ſafe ! 

Enter Horatio, with two or three 3 their 

_ fwords drawn. 

- 1 Serv. *T were at the utmoſt hazard of your - fe 
To venter forth again, till we are ſtronger: 
Their number trebles ours. 
Her. No matter, let it; 
Death is not half ſo ſhocking as that traitor. 
My honeſt ſoul is mad with indignation, 
To think her plainneſs could be fo abus d 
As to miſtake that wretch, r 
I cannot bear the fight. 
Alt. Open thou, earth, 
Gape wide, and take me down to n 
To Hide me from Horatio. a 

Hor. Oh Lavinig ! 
Believe not but I joy to ſee thee ſafe : 
Wou'd our ill fortune had not drove us hither: 
I cou'd ev'n wiſh we rather had been wreckt 
On any other ſhore, than ſay'd on this. 

Law. Oh, let us bleſs the that preſery'd us, 
That gracious por that ſav'd as for each other: 
And, to adorn the ſacrifice of of pra 


Offer 
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Offer forgiveneſs too: be thou like heav'n, 
And put away th' offences of thy friend, 
Far, far from thy remembrance, 
4 _ 2 mark'd him, 2 
© To fee . one lance ſtole hither ; 
If any ſpark —— N alive, 
That wou'd A x at meeting glow, 
| © And ſtrive to the flame a-new ; | 
© *Tis loſt, tis gone; has ſoul is quite eſtrang'd 
And knows me for its counterpart no more. 
Her. Thou know'ſtthy rule, thy empire in Horatio; 
Nor. canſt thou aſk in vain, command in vain, 
: gn nature, reaſon, nay, „ 
Ius when you temper to comp 
7 With whas it mot ublears, cannot do it. 
Ta. Wheredi this ſullen gloomyhate ? _ 
«0 not in thy de this; 5 
2 RR ages 
e an 8 en , 
8 „ a ſecurity, and — — 1 
1 double j joys, where each is glad for: both ; 
© Friendſhip, the wealth, the laſt retreat and ſtrength, 
_ © Secure againſt ill fortune, and the world.” 
Hor. IJ am not apt to take a little offence, 
But patient of the failings of my friends, 
And willing to forgive; but when an injury 
Stabs to the heart, and rouſes my reſentment, 
4 it is the fault of my rude nature) 
cannot eaſily forgive it. 
Alt. Thou haft abs me. 
Ale why my 
1 are 
Impatient of me . and fierce 
Her. Becauſe they ſpeak the meaning of my heart ? 
Becauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain a villain. 
Alt. I have wrong'd thee much, 5 442 
Hur. Frae, thou haſt. 
When I forget it, may I be a wretch, 
Vile as thyſelf, a falſe perfidious. Ellow, 
„An infamous e, e „ 


Al. 


. * 
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Alt. I've wrong'd the muck aol heav'n has well # 


aveng'd it. 
I have not, — we dons; at peace, 
Nor known one joy ncere ; ; © our broken friendſhip 
* Purſu'd nie to the laſt retreat of love, 
. W like a ghoſt, and made me cold with 
rror. 
Misfortunes on mĩsfortunes preſs upon me, 
Swell o'er my head, like waves, and daſh me down ; 
Sorrow, remorſe, and ſhame, have torn my foul ; 
They hang like winter on my youthful hopes, 
And blaſt the ſpring and promiſe of my year. ta 
© Lav. So flow'rs are US amd? 4 
Jo loſe their freſhneſs amongſt bones and rottenneſs, 
And have their odours ſtifled in the duſt.” 
Canſtthou hear this, thou cruel hard Horatio? 
Canſt thou behold thy Altamont undone ? ? 
That gentle, that dear youth canſt thou behold him, 
His poor heart broken, death in his pale viſape, 
And groaning out his woes, yet ſtand unm _ {68 
Hor. The brave and wiſe I pity in „ 1 
But when ingratitude and folly ſuffers, | 
"Tis weakneſs to be touch'd. . 
Ale. 1 wo not aſk thee © 
To pity or forgive; but confeſs, 
This ſcorn, this inſolence of hate is juſt; 
Tis con of mind, and manly in thee. 
But oh! had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio. 
There is a yielding ſoftneſs in my heart 4 
Con'd ne'er ie Rood 3 it out; but I had * 
With ſtreaming eyes, and open arms u dea 
And preſt thee cloſe to my diftratted 
Hor. I muſt hear no more, 

Thy weakneſs is contagious; I ſhall catch it, 
And be a tame fond wretch. 
Lav. Where wou'dt thou | FI 

Wou'df thou part thus? You pling ris impoſible; 
For I will bar thy „ kneeling thus 
Perhaps, thy cruel hand may ſpurn me off. 
But I will row my body in t py A 
n 


% 
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And thou ſhalt; trample q'er my faithful boſom, 
Tread, an me, wound me, kill me ere thou paſs. 

Au. Urge, not in vain. thy pious ſuit, Lavinia, 

I haye enough to rid me of my pain.” 

Caliſta, thou reach d my before ; 

To make all ſure, my.friend repeats.the blow: 

But in the grave our cares ſhall be forgotten, 

There love and friendſhip ceaſe [Falls. 
ONS Hy. [Lavinia rums to him, and endeavours to raiſe him. 
7 Law..d to me, Altamont. '  _ 

He faints ! he dies! Now turn and fee thy triumph! 

< My. brother:! ee 3 

© Here will lay me down by. thy dear fide, - 

© Bemoan thy too hardifate, then. ſhare it with thee, 

And never fee my cruel lord again. | | 

Horatio runs te Altamont, andraiſes him in his arms. 

. It is too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont! 

y ſtubborn, ting heart has kilPd him. 

Look up and bleſs me, me that: thou liv?ft. 

Oh! I have urg'd thy gentleneſs too far; ¶ He revives. 

Do thou and my Lavinia bath forgive me; 

A flaod of tenderneſs comes ofer my foul; 1 
I cannot ſpeak I love! forgive ! and pity thee—. 
Al. 1thoughtthat nothingcou'd have ſtay d my foul, 

That long ere this her flight had reach'd the ſtars; 

But thy known voice has Iar'd her back again: | 

Methinks I fain wou' d ſet all right with thee, 

Make up this moſt unlucky breach, and then, 

With thine and heav'n's forgiveneſs on my ſoul, . 

Shrink to my grave, and be at eaſe for ever. 

Hor. By heav'n, my heart bleeds for thee ; ev'n. 
feel th r + a, 3 

I fee] s of diſappoi ve. 

© Is 7 — that this youth ſhould fall, 

That all his wond'rous go ſhould be loſt, 

And the world never know it? Oh my Altamont 7 

Give me thy ſorrows, let me bear em for thee, 


And ſhelter thee from ruin. 
Lav. Oh my brother, 
Think not but we will ſhare in all thy woes z 
C 3 We'll 


of 
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We'll fit all day, and tell fad tales of love: 
And when we light upon ſome faithleſs woman, 
Some beauty, like Caliſta, falſe-and fair, 15. 
We'll fix our grief, and our complaining there; b 
We'll curſe the nym h that drew the ruin on, * 
LE, 


5 . 4 . 
1 ä i. — — 


> all 


ACT v. 7 SCENE i 


{rc heb ens Gb Lode bas in 4 
bier ; on the ather''a. table, ann,. 
_henes, a book and a lamp ou it. 4 544 


Caliſta is diſcovered on & couch in black ; ber hair | 855 
e & folems muſic, and a 


And mourn the you 


Jong, iN TR 4 cone rau | 


I've N 8. 
. 


— H ou W and wan appear, 
f * fill the 223 who wakes with fear. © 
Nu, who wander, ſcream and groan 
* Round the manſions once your own ; 
* You, who fill your crimes upbraid, 
© You, who reft not with the dead; 
* Frem the coverts where you ſtray, 
* Where you lurk and ſhun the day, 
From S charnel and the tomb, 
© Hither poſe ye, hither come. 
« Chide Caliſta for delay, 


Lell her tis for her you flay ; \ 3 
id ber die, and come away. | = 
© See the ſexton with his ſpade, | W 3%, 
See the grave already made; Th; 
s 2 en, fair one, to thy knell, s 


his * is * paſſing bell.) | 


HR, e Bear, . 


? 


8 Cal. 
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Cal. Tis well! theſe folemn ſounds, ahſs Safes 


horror, „ 45 9 | 

Are fit to feed the freny in un ads! ma 

Here's room ſor meditation evn to madneſs, wit 

Till the mind burſt with thinking. This dull fins | 

Sleeps in the ſocket. Sure the book was left | h 

To tell me ſomething ;——for inſtruction then—— -* 

He teaches holy ſorzow. and contrition, | 7 

And penitence. Is it become an art then ? 

A trick that lazy, dull, luxurious 1. 

Can teach us to do over ? n | _ 
C32 IFBJE-38IL6 hrowtimg the > 

. angelth tis ep nrntse bY M1 25%, 

Than all their t diſcipline e' er knew. 

What charnel has been rifled for theſe bones ? 

Fye ! chis is pageantry; look uncouthly. * 

But what of that ? if he or ſhe that o, n' dem 

Safe from diſquiet ſit, and ſmile to ſee o Sada HS 

The farce. their miſerable reliQt ef. 


But here's a fight is terrible indeed 8 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay 1 
That dear n os pale he looks ' 
How with clotted blood, and dead eyes 


Aſcend, ye ghoſts, fantaſtick forms 85 2 
In all your diff rent dreadful ſha 
And match the preſent horror, if | 
e ee 15 
Sct. This dead of he, this filet hour of darkneſs, 
Nature for reſt o — and ſoft repoſe; 
And yet diſtraction, and tumultous jars, 
Keep all our frighted citizens awake: | 
© The ſenate, weak, divided, and irreſolute, 
5 * — pow'r to ſuccour the aſhidted fate. 
* Vainly in words and long debates they're wiſe, 
* While the fierce factions ſcorn their peaceful orders, 
And drown the voice of law in noiſe and anarchy.“ 
Amidit the general wreck, fee where the ſtands, | 
[Pointing to Caliſta. 
Like Helen in the night win Troy was ſack'd, | 
Spectatreſs of the miſchief which ſhe made. 


Cal. 


$ Thou Wert the very 


4 
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Cal. It ĩs Scrolta;! be thyſelf, my ſoul; 
Be ſtrong to bear his fatal indignation, - 
That he may ſee;thow art not loſt fo far, 
But ſomewhat ſtill of Ny APRN. bins, 
In the forlorn Califa. - 

Sci. 4 wert once 

Cal. _ were ĩt I had dy a, 
And never loſt that name. 

Sci. That's. 


yet; 
darling of my age: 
L thought — too ſhort to gaze u thee, 
That all the bleſſings I could gather for thee, 
By cares on earth, and by my pray rs to heav'n, 
Were little for my fondneſs: to beſtow; 


Why 1548: them torn. 6g folly. then, and curſe me? 
Cal. Becauſe my ſoul — 2 — from yours 3 


— uy; -*'« 


A poor im 
Where goodneſs, and the ſtreng 
Was thinly planted, and the idle void 


Fill'd u n belief, os r 


It was, beanie Llov'd, and was a woman. 


Sci. Hadſt thou been honeſt, thou hadſt been a 


, cherubims. _ 
But of that joy, as of a gem long loſt, 
Beyond redemption gone, think, we no more. 
Haſt thou e' er dard to meditate on death ? 


Sci. Ha! 
"Tis not the Staic's leſſons wong 
The pomp of words, and 2 — diflertations, 
That can ſuſtain thee in that hour of terror; 
Books have taught eqwards to talk nobly of it, 


But when the tridl comes, they fiart, and ſtand aghaſt; 


Haſt thou conſider d what, may happen after it? 


How thy account may ſtand, and; what to anſwer 2, | 


Cal. ve turn'd my eyes inyaxd upon myſelf, 


And longs.s to and ſome better place of reſt. 


h of manly, virtue, 


Cal. I have, as on the end of ſhame and ſorrow. 
wer me! ſay, * thought 


Where foul offence and ſhame have laid all waſte; 
Therefare my ſoul abhors the wretched: dwelling, 


» 
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Sci. Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that ſpirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian breaſts, when Rome 
Was miſtreſs of the world. I wou'd go on, 

And tell thee all my purpoſe”; but it fticks 
Here at my heart, Go cannot find à way. 

Cal. Then ſpare the telling, if it be a pain, 

And write the meaning with your poniard here. 

Sei Oh! truly d—ſeeſt thou this trembling 

hand [ Holding up a dagger. 


Thrice juſtice a thrice the” working | 


| finews 
F office; Tt ert * ; 
At agel the Selben vinke tas proved; F 
It muſt, it muſt be — Wr then, 


Ver Mie the re 
And know the Teſt untaught, | ** | | 
Cal. I underſtand you. R 

It is but thus, and both are ach yd Shit 3 15 
een! to kill ber ſelf: Sciolto careber hold hey ara, 


ment, give me yet a —8 . een 
The ſtern, the rigid judge has been 


Now nature, ' ah father: claim th turns. 
Pve held the balance with an tron hand, 
And put off ev'ry tender human es =. 
To doom my child to death; but ſpare my eyes 
The moſt unnatural fight, left their firings crack, 
My old brain fplit, an r mad with horror. 
Cal. Ha! 1 i 
Some little dear remain of love and 5 0 I. 
For poor, undone Caliſſa in heart? = 
ge. O! when 1 think what pleafure I coble in tee, 
What j oys thou gav'ſt me in thy e | 
La, 4 2 — wit, and early — beauty; 
d | hve a wad fodmy upon thee, 
1 hen liſted up my hands, and wond' ring bleſt thee; - 7 
By my ſtrong grief, heart ev'n melts within me d 
I could cutfe nature, ànd that tyrant, honour, 
For making me —_ and [thy judge x Oe 
"TREE AY ſtill. * 


- Cal. 


244 


FI 


—_— 


* 
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. Cad. For that kind word, 

Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the earth, 

Weep'on your feet; and bleſs you for this 

Oh! 'tis too much for this offending wretch, * 

This parricide, that murders with her crimes, 

Shortens her father's age, and cuts him off, 

Ere little more than half his years be number'd. * 
Sci. Would it were otherwiſe—but thou muſt die. 
Cal. That IL muſt die, it is my only comfort; 

Death is the privilege of human nature, 

And life without it were not worth our taking: 

© Thither the the pris ner, and: the 1 

Fly for addy their burdens down.“ 

Come then, and take me to thy cold,. cald-arms, 

Thau meagre. ſhade; ; here let me breathe my laſt, 

Charm'd with my father'y,pity and forgiveneſs, 

More than if angels tun'd their golden viols, 15 

And ſung a requiem, to my parting ſou}. 

Sg. T 8 d 


There is 1 know not des of fad 
That tells me, I ſhall never ſee 
8 frets, 
nd theſe the, parting pangs, which nature 
When angniſh rende the heart fring——Ohb ! my 
| ughter,!. | [ Exit Scl. 
Cal. . Winks, 3 Califte, naw behold 
The deſolatian, horror, blood, and ruin, 
Thy crimes and fatal folly ſpread around, 
That loudly cry fog vengeance on thy — 
Vet Heav'n, who knows our, weak imperfect natures, 
How blind with paſſons, and how prone to evil, * 
Makes not too; ſtrict inquiry for offences, 11 
But is aton'd by penitence and prayr:- 
N recompence | here twould not be l | 
ig but blood can make the: tion, 
Aade cleanſe the ſoul from.inbred, wor read 
And ſee anqthet injur d uretch is come, | 


Tocall for juſtice my tardy hand, 


neſs ; 


more ; 


21 
* 


Enter 


And in a moment mean to fer me free 


And dy 'd in 
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Enter Altamont. 


And thou the lovely miſtzeſs of the ſhades, 


Whoſe beauty gilds the more than midnight darkneſs, | 


And makes it grateful as the dawn of day, 
O! take me in a fellow-mourtier with thee, 
I'll number n for groan, and tear for tear; 
And when the fountains of thy eyes are dry, 
Mine ſhall ſupply the ſtream, N for both. 
Cal. I know thee well, thou art the injurꝰd Alamont; 


Thou com'ſt to urge nee 


But know, I ſtand upon the brink of 


From ſhame and thy braiding. 
Alt. Falſly, 07 


Doſt thou — when did I complain, 
Or murmur at my fate? © For thee T have 
6 2 the temper of Halina huſbands, 
And fondneſs has prevail'd upon revenge; 
I bore my load of inſamy With patience, 
As holy men 40 puntſhmentfrom Hear , 8 
Nor thought it hard, becauſe it eame from thee;: 
Oh ! then forbid me not to mourn thy loſs, 
To wilh ſome better fate had rul'd our loves, 
And that Califa had been mine and true. | 
Cal. Oh Altamont ! "tis hard for fouls like mine, 
Hau hty and fierce,'to yield they have done amiſs ; 
But oh ! behold my proud, diſdaiuful heart 
Bends to thy gentler virtue: Yes, I own, 
Such is thy truth, thy tenderneſs, and love, 
Such are the graces that adorn thy youth, 
That were I not abandon'%d'to deſtruction, 
With thee-I might haveliv'd for ages bleſt, 
peace within thy faithful arms. 
Ale. Then happineſs is fill within our reach: 
Here let remembrance loſe our * 
Tear all records that hold the 
Here let our joys begin, from — g on 
In long ſucceſſrve order. 
Cal. What! in death? 


Alt. Hail to you, horrors! hail thou houſe of death ! 


122 — PT —— —— 1 ͤ ˙— oc ay oe ow =. a w_—_— 
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Alt. Then art thou fix'd to die ?——But be it ſo, 
We'll go together; my advent'rous love 
Shall 2 llow thee to thoſe uncertain being 
Whether our lifeleſs ſhades are doom'd to wander 
In gloomy groves, cn Agee» 1 ; 
© Or whether thro” the up i 
And tread the fields © of hight fl all hs Tl pur thee,” | 
Till fate ordains that a 
Cal. Oh no! Heav'n has ſome 3 6G Recs 
To crown thee with; live, and be happy long; 
Live for ſome maid that ſhall deſerve thy g 
Some kind unpractis'd heart, that never, Feet -- 
Has liſtenꝰd to the falſe ones of hy IO 
Not known the arts of ours; ſhe EY thee, 
Meet thee with virtues equal to thy own, OTH 
Charm thee with ſweetneſs, beauty, and with truth ; ; 
Be bleſt in thee alone, and thou in her. : 

Tuer Horatio. 
Hor. Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable pair, 
For now the meaſure of your woes is full. 

Alt. What doſt thou mean, Horatio? 

Her. Oh! tis dreadful; 
The great, the good Scialto dies this moment. 

Cal. My father ! ' 

Ale. That's a deadly l A 

Har. Not long ago, gx privately went fond 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden;  _ | 
I hear'd — 4 — he took, and ſtraight purſu'd him, 
But found 22 'd by Lotbario's faction, 
Almoſt alone amidſt a crowd of foes; ; + 
'Too late * aid, and dfove them back ; 3 
Ere that his frantic valour had provok e 5 
The death he ſeem'd to wiſh for from their ſwords. 
Cal. And doſt thou bear me yet, thou patient earth? 
Doſt thou not labour with thy mur drous weight? 
And you, ye. glitt'ring. heavenly hoſt of — =Y 
Hide your fair heads in clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you, 
For J am all contagion, death, and ruin, 

And nature 2 at me; reſt, thou world, 
This parricide ſhall be thy plague no more; 


& 


Thus, 
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Thus, thus, I ſet thee free. [Stabs herſelf. 
Hor. Oh fatal raſhneſs ! 


Alt. Thou doſt inſtruct me well; to lengthen liſe 

Is but to trifle now. 

— offers to kill himſelf; Horatio be proven 
and wreſts bis ſeword from him. 

w Ha! what means 

Danes prgs ns Some foe to man 

as breath'd on ev'ry breaſt contagious 8 
And — rai 4—" N 
2 Sciolto, pale and bloody, fepgerved by ferwants. 
Cal. Oh, my heart! 

Well may'® thou fail, for ſee the ſpring that fed 
Thy vital ftream is waſted, and runs low. 
My father ! will you now at laſt forgive me, 
If, after all my crimes, and all your ſuff rings, 
I call you once again by that dear name, Pls 
Will you forget my ſhame, and thoſe wide wounds? 
Lift up your hand, ESTI + 
Down to my dark abode ? 

Sci. Alas! my daughter ! 
Thou Ra n veater' in a ſea, 
Where life, ie 
But ſure thou haſt borne thy part in all the anguiſh, 
And fmarted with the pain; then reſt in peace: 

Let ſilence and oblivion hide thy name, 
And ſave thee from the 2 
And may ſt thou find with heav'n the ſame forgiveneſs 
As with thy father here. Die, and be happy. 
Cal. Celeſtial ſounds! Peace dawns upon my ſoul, 
And ev'ry pain leſs—— Oh! gentle — 
r of me when +++). ogy 
But pity me I but early known | 
Thy wond'rous worth, thou excellent young man, 
We had been happier both Now *tis too late, 
And yet my eyes take pleaſure to behold thee ; 
Thou art their laſt dear object. Mercy, 1 4 
Hey. 
© Alt. Cold! dead and cold ! ans yo! thou art not 
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© But lovely ftill! Had thou a thouſand faults, 
What heart ſo hard, what virtue ſo 
"07 But at that beauty, muſt of force 1 
© tilted to pity, love, and to „ 
Sei. Ohl turn thee from that fatal object, Altamont, 
Com tdi, A „ mm | 
To thee and brave Horatio I bequea 
A RI EET. hy noble fake, 
ORE \ 
or thou haſt been my ſon.— Oh —— 
Thon chat haft endlefs bleſings fill in ere 1 
For virtue, and for filial piety, 
Let grief, diſgrace, and want be far away, 
r poder BH Ke wich ki, 
wi 
And peace in all his ways — | [He dies. 
T3 thee, Hera | rgn he gi * 
o Horatio, 1 e gift, 
B. e 
d fi r pacticns ee | 
Hor. The dam of grief bears hard upon his youth, 
And bends him like a drooping flower to earth. 
OE TIE. . 
E ebe ples are we taught to prove 
„r | 
_ or ou worſe N ſoon divide 
inj degroom his bride : 
onde ot pos. otro ar rr Ay 
Let virus be the boad"thee (ev it fall. FB | 
a Ute amnes. 
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Spoken in the character of Lavinia. 
1/0 U forthe rigging dame could fd nee,; 
Deariy ſhe paid for breath of good behaviour, | 
Nor could ber loving huſband's s fondneſs ſave ber. | 
— —— e F 
8 There's dreadful dealing with eloping wives ; r 
Thus "tis, becauſe theſe huſbands are obey 4 
By force of laws, which for themſelves they made. 
With tales of old proſcriptions they confine | 


The right of marriage-rule to their male line, 
And buff, and domineer, by right divine. 
Had we the pow'r, we'd make the tyrants know 
What tit to fail in duties which they owe; 
Wed teach the aut ring ſquire wwho loves to roam, 
Forgetful of bis own dear ſpouſe at home z 
Who fuores at-night fupinely by his fide, © = 
Tua, not for this the nuptial knot wr ty'd. 
The plodding petty-fogger, and the cit, 
Have learn d at leaft this modern way of wit: 
Each jll-bred ſenſeleſs rogue, though ne er /o dull, 
Has t impudence to think his wife a fool; 
He ſpends the night, where merry wags reſort, 
Vb joking clubs, and eighteen-penny port 3 
While ſhe, poor ſoul's contented to regale, 
By a ſad fea-coal fire, with wigs and ale. 
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Wall may the euctold-mating tribe 
— Beall 1 
Tf you wou'd &er- bring conflancy ate, 
Len men muſt firſt beginWhe reformation. "RE 
_ Thenefball the golden age of wet Stirs, © 2 
N turtle for ber wand'ving pr EY | 
Ve foreign charms lee frife, © * - ©. 
ut every marritd mah hall u, diet 5 © 
hillis Gall not be to the, comntry tt. dnt © 
or carnivals in town 10 10 derb a tadion Lentz Lees 67 
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marked with inverted Commas ; as in Line 4 to 11 in Page 5. 


$16, the Additions made at the Theatres are diſtinguiſhed by - 
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Before har flew 


; nies he they 


PROLOG U E. 


OLD is the man, who in this nicer age, 
Preſumes to tread the chaſte correfed Habe. 
New, with gay tinſel arts, aue can wo more .. 
Conceal the want, of Nature's fterling ore. 
Our ſpells are vaniſh'd, broke our magic wand, 
T hat us'd to wwaſt you over | 
Before your light the fairy people fade, 
T he demons fly—the ghoſt itjelf is laid. 
5 vain of martial ſcenes the loud alarms, 
mighty prompter thundering out Yo arms, 

The pros poſſe A 3 hy Pros afar, : 
T he cloſe-wwedg'd battle, and the din of war, 
Now, even the ſenate ſeldom WE con ne; 
T he yawning fathers nod behind the ſcene. 
Your tafte rejetts the glittering fa . 
Tenrb in 7 and die in r FE 


77 5 trace the deep ref of gs 
Hit fimple plain ſublime, to which is gi nn. 
To ftrike the ſoul with darted flame from heaven : 
Could wwe awake foft Otway's tender woe, 
mmmh 


Learts apply 9 let thim attend; 
cond * ave bend. 
2 tis our nob praiſes 


the Muſe's 


beart ; 


* 


cold, they * 


A 2 | Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Tancaed, Count of Lecce, 
MaTTEzo Strrarpt, lord 


| Mr. Carrick. 


ö highchanceller of Sicily, Mr. Feffor ſan. | 
arl Os uon, lord . 
conſtable of Sicily, high 41 Mr. 1 almer, 


Roportyno, friend to Tan- | 
CRED, and N of the 
guards, 


Mr. Davies 


b 1 
"TY N pee Fo $4 2 © Ide S 4 * — 

reren — * 

StyynREDLI, 
Lavn a, ſiſter of Frey 

PHD, and friend. to _ F 

1 . " wed 3444.4 20 „ 4 | —_— . N. 0 | 

Barowns, Orrictas, Gvarns, Ce. ; 

. 3 j | | . * 
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8. 9 27 N oY 
The City of Pale in Sia. 


Jain'd to a certain 


Return 


_ TANCRED and SIGISMUNDA. 


40 r I. s ENR I. 
ale. H fatal day to Si! The king - 
Ap neee 

1 So *tis d. 
UKs The death of thoſe auen Ay cel 


2 


fears of love- ick fancy! Up 
y buſy to Peak acy *::.. 
ut be alſur d, your father's fieady friendſhip, -_ 
ot kneels to Fortune, will. ſupport and cheriſh 
Here un the, pabito eye of S6U8u #27907 [pn +l 
This—I may call hi is adopted ſony” 
The noble — form d to all his virtues. | 
Sigi/. 4 9 — form 'd to charm his 1 


nd — Þs he not yet | [ 


1 
Jon 


N 


bu 
— * 
* , 
_ 


8 


Stealing at times ſubmiſſive o'er his features; 


Wins yaprure; might diey fly o'er earth undies, 


Tara, parkape your brother kom ki Herne; 


He talks of me? 


6 TANCRED AND 


© Laura, No.—When your father to the king. 
Who now expiring lies, was call'd in haſte, TY 
He ſent each wa Tris meſſengers to find him 5 
With fuch a look of ardor and U impatience,” * a 
As if this near event was to Count Taxcred | 
Of more importance than I comprehend.” | 

Sigi. There lies, my Laura, o'er my T ancred”s birth 
A cloud I cannot pierce. With y accoſt, 


Nay, with reſpect, which oft I have obſerv'd, 


Ah woods !—where firſt my artleſs boſom learnt 

"The fighs of love. — He gives him out the ſon | 

Of an 81d friend, a baron of Apulia, 4 

Who in the late eruſado bravely fell. Ge 

But then *tis tran 2 3s all his family 

* cad Þ ac alt has fries, | 
xcept my ſie; erous good S;fredi ? 2 

Had A Hine” brother 5+ hon bY” 

The laſt remain of kindred ; with what pride, 


In Belmont's woods my father rear'd this youth - 


To claim this viſing honour of their blood! 


This htrunknown l chis wy args — youth! 
Who — — Si | 


The friend and partner of his freeſt hours.” - & 

What-ſays Rodolphe 2 n l . - 

This ſtory of his birth ? | | 8 
Laura. He has ſometimes, 

Like you, his doubts — mel weights, 

Believed ir true. As ord Tuncred 's felf, | 

He never entertainꝰd the ſlighteſt thought 

That 'verg?d to doubt; but oft laments his ſtate, 

By cruel Fortune ſo il-pair'd to yours. 
' Sigi/. Merit like his, the fortune of the mind, 


Beggars all wealth—T hen to you ewe Lara, 


Laura. Of nothing elſe. n er 
The talk hegin, it ends with Sięiſumda. 
Tbeig | morniogy n, _ their evening _— 


GIS MUN'D A. * 


Ate full of you; and all the woods of he 
\ Inamour'd with your name— _ ) 


Sigi. Away, an Ho yr q: ; 
| You the dear delufion charac. | 
Tar. No; Siriſmanda, tis the ſtricteſt truth, 
1 Nor half the truth, I tell you. Even with fondue 


My brother talks for ever of the-paſſion, 


That fires re breaſt. order er 
him, 


| He-praifes loten le ee le, RET | 
He blames the falſe purſuits of va kc youth, 5 0 
P © Calls them ban folly} a miſtaken 
| © Againſt beſt- judging nature. Homen, he ſays, 
In laviſh bounty form'd the heart for. love z 
In love included all the finer ſeeds 
: Of honour, virtue, friendſhi dſhip, - pureſt — 
| Sigi/. Virtuous Rodolpho : 
Lale, Then his pleaſing-theme. 
Ho varledbothb phidh ef rote livers - hy 
— Sigiſ And hat my Lans, ſays he on that ſubject 
| Taru. He ſays that, tho? he were not nobly bern, 
| Nature has form'd him noble, gerierous, brave, 
: —ͤ— Oe „ and warmly ſcorning - 
the fmalleſt'taine of bens: 
Lt . a 
K Not learnt by painful labour, but 1d. 
Implanted in his foul'—Chiefty one 
: He in his graceful character obſerves : ' 
That though his paſſions burn with high e. 
And ſometimes, from a noble heat of nature, 
Are ready to fly off; yet the leaſt check 
Of ruling reaſon brings them back to r 
| And gentle ſoftneſs. - 
ö | Sigi/. True! O true, Redoldbo't 
Bleſt be thy kindred worth for loving his! | 
He is all warmth, all amiable fire, 
All quick heroic ardor! _ THE 
With gentleneſs of heart, manly reaſon ! 
If Virtue were to wear a 0 form, 


To light it with, „ and flame, 
PLES. 4 


Then 
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Then ſoſtning mix her ſmiles and tender graces 3 
O ſhe would chuſe the perſon of my Tancre ? 
Go on, my friend, go on, andever praiſe him ; 
The ſubject knows no bounds, nor can I tire, 
While my breaſt trembles to that ſweeteſt muſic ! 
The heart of woman taſtes no truer joy, 
Is never flatter'd-with ſuch dear inchantment 
Tis more than ſelſiſh vanity—as when 
She hears the praiſes of the man ſhe loves 
Laura. Mai your father comes. Gt? 
SCENE I. 
Siffredi, Sigiſmunda, Laura. 
Si fredi. [To an attendant as be enters. 
Laid T ancred then 
Is found ? 
Attendant. My lord, he quickly will be here, 
© I ſcarce could keep before him, tho” he bid me 
Speed on, to ſay he would attend your orders.” 
. Sif. Ti well —retire Von, too, my daughter, 
sf; leave me. A) 25 ft4144 | ers 
Sigi/. Lgo, my father But how fares the king } 
V He is no more. Gone to that awful fate, 


Where kings the crown wear only of their virtues. . 
Sigi/. How bright muſt then be his This ſtroke 
He was this morning 


Lord Tancred went. { 3 


Death gives ſhort notice Drooping 


Nature then, 
Without a guſt of pain to ſhake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy period 
Wikick Gow annie, _ . — his day 4 
Were all diſcharg d, t enjoy'd 
It's nobleſt bleſlings ; 4 — Tries, i 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes 
That' open heaven ; when, for-his Naſt long ſleep 
Timely prepar'd, a laſſitude of life, 
A pleaſing wearinefs of mortal joy, _ 


Fell 


5 
f 
| 
| 
* 


SIGISMUND A. 9 


Fell on his ſoul; and down he ſunk to reſt. 
O — _ be ſuch !—He but one wiſh 
Left unfulfill'd, which was to ſee count Tancred 
W fee count Tancred / — Pardon me, my 
S. For what, my daughter? —But, with ſuch 
BET gant 
Why did you ſtart at mention of count Tancred ? 
7 Nothing —I only hop'd the dying kin 
Might mean to make ſome generous juſt proviſion 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 
Sif. And he has- done it largely — Leave me 
NOW — | 


I want ſome private conference with lord Taxcred. 


s OR N B II. 
| Siffredi alone. 
My doubts are but too true If theſe old 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual n 
Has ſeiz d, I fear, my hter and this prince, 
My ſovereign now / Should it be ſo? Ah there, 
There lurks a brooding tempeſt, that may ſhake 
long concerted ſcheme, to ſettle firm - 
| public and welfare, which the king 


Has made ſe prope hoon of his will 
Away! unworthy views! you ſhall not tempt me! 
Nor intereſt, nor ambition ſhall ſeduce 

My fixt reſolve——periſh the ſelfiſh thought, 
Which our own prefers to that of millions 


He comes—my king —unconſcious of his fortune. 


S CE NE VV. 
Tancred, Siffredi. | 
Tant. My lord Siffredi, in your looks I read, 

Confirm'd, the mournful news that fly abroad 
From tongue to tongue We then, at laſt, have laſt 
The: old king? | Os 

S. Yes, we have loſt a father ow 
The greateſt blefling heaven. beſtows on mortals, + 
4, 1 And 
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* And ſeldom found amidſt theſe wilds of time.? 
A good, a worthy king! Hear me, my Tancred, 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words, | 
How he deſerv'd that beſt; that glorious title. 

Tis nought complex, tis clear as truth and virtue.” 

He lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children ; 

The good exalted, and depreſs'd the bad. 
He ſpurn'd the flattering crew, with ſcorn rejected 
Their ſmooth advice that only meant themſelves, 
Their ſchemes to 1 him into baſeneſs: 
Nor did he leſs diſdain the ſecret breath, 
The whiſper'd tale, that blights a virtuous name. 
He ſought alone — of thoſe for whom 
He was entruſted with the ſovereign power: 
Well knowing that a people in their rights 
And induſtry protected; living ſafe 
Beneath the ſacred ſhelter of the laws, 
* Encourag'd.in their genius, arts, and labours 
© And happy each as he himſelf deſerves,” . 
Are ne*er ungrateful. With unſparing hand 
They will for him provide: their filial love 
And confidence are his 1 treaſure, 
And every honeſt man his faithful gu are. 
Tanc. A general face of grief o'er{preads the city. 
I mark'd the people, as 1 ber —_— 
In crowds affenbled. ſtruck with filent ſorrow, 
And pouring forth the nobleft praiſe of tears. 
© Thoſe, whom remembrance of their former woes, 
« And long experience of the vain illuſions 
Of youthful hope, and into wiſe conſent 
And fear of change corrected, wrung their hands, 
© And often caſting up their eyes to heaven, 
© Gave ſign of fad conjecture. Others ſhew'd, 
« Athwart their grief, or real or affected, 
A gleam of expectation: from what chance 
And change might bring. A mingled murmur run 
Along the ſtreets; and, from the lonely court 
Of him who can no more aſſiſt their fortunes, 
I faw the courtier-fry, with eager haſte, 
Al hurrying to Confantia, 


3 - 


K. 
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S. Noble youth! Ca ct | 
joy to hear from thee theſe juſt reflections, 


orthy of riper years—But if they ſeek 


Conſtantia, truſt me, they miſtake their courſe. 


7 ancred, How! Is ſhe not my lord the late 
king's ſiſter, a 
Heir to the crown of Sicily ? the laſt _ 
Of our fam'd Norman line, and now our queen? 
S. — tis true; ſhe is the late king's 


er, e 

The ſole ſurviving offspring of that ws t 
William the Bad--ſo 7 hy ns ſtil'd; 

© Who ſpilt much noble blood, and ſore oppreſs'd 
* Th exhauſted land: whence grievous wars aroſe, 
And many a dire convulſion Kk the ſtate. 
When he, whoſe death Sicilia mourns to-day, 

« William, who has and well deſerv'd the name 

© Of Good, ſucceeded to his father's throne, 

© Rehiev'd his country's woes—But to return— 


She is the late king's ſiſter, born ſome months 


Afﬀter the t's death, but not next heir. 
Tancred. You much ſurpriſe me—May I then 
_ _ preſume | | Sh 

To aſk who is? | 
Si. Come nearer, noble Tancred, 

Son of my care LI muſt, on this occaſion, 

Conſult thy generous heart; which, when conducted 

By reQitude of mind and honeſt virtues, 

Gives better counſel than the hoary head— 

Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palermo, 

The lineal offspring of our famous hero, 


!! FIT 
heaven !—How far remov'd. 


Tancred. Great 
From that our mighty founder? 

S.. D W 
Sprung from his eldeſt ſon, who died untimely, 
Before his father. ee eee 

Tancred. Ha! the prince you mean 
Is he not Manfreds ſon ? The genexous, brave, 
Unhappy Manfred whom the tyrant William, . 


You 


— — 


By noble pity 


- Her friend, 


: Experienc'd, — high-born, of mighty intereſt. ; 
Better the prince and princeſs ſhould b y marriage 


12 TANCRED AND 


You juſt now mention'd, not content to 

Of his paternal crown, threw into enters, 

And infamouſly murder ' | 
Sif. Ves the fame. 


Tanered. © By heavens |! Hor tofind our Norman 


The non fole light amidft theſe barbarous ages! 
Vet rears its head; and ſhall not, from the lance, 
© Paſs to the ſeeble diſtaff But this prince 
Where has he lain conceal'd ? 
SF. The late king, 
mov d, CAS to fave him 
From his father's — rage; 
And had him rear'd i in rivate, as 
His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture. 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled ſtate, 
By civil broils moſt miſerably torn, 
e in his ſafe retreat has lain conceal'd, 
His birth and dying Mint himſelf unknown; 
But when the dyi to me entruſted, 
As to the * wh realm, his will, 
His ſucceſſor he nam'd him. 
Tanc. Happy youth ! 
He then will triumph o'er his father's foes, | 
O'er haughty O/mend, and the tyrant's daughter. 
Sif. Ay, that is what I dread—that heat of youth: 
There lurks, I fear, ition to the ſtate. 
I dread the horrors of rekindled war: 
Tho? dead, the tyrant ſtill is to be fear d; 
His da ughter's 2 


arty ſtill is ſtrong, and numerous: 
/mord, conſtable of Sictly, | 


Unite their friends, their intereſt and their claims ; 
Then will the peace and welfare of the __ 
On a firm baſis riſe. 

Tanc. My lord 8: 
If by myſelf I of this — may j * 
That ſcheme will ſcarce ſucceed— V our 
In vain will counſel, if the heart foxbi 


_— age 


But 


SIGISMUNDA. 13 
But wherefore fear? The right is clearly his; 
And, under your direction, with each mann 
Of worth, and ſtedfaſt , to back 
C At once the king s appointment and his birthri 
There is no groùnd for fear. T hey have great 
* 0 85 the — ſons ove, Violence, 

ht with awful Juſtice on their fide.” 
All Sith wil _ — 1 
Will range themſelves around nce Manfreds n. 
_ 2 Y des devote of nes — BOM 
Of this youn of b 
Will loſe with j — Ar in his cauſe 
Fardon my warmth — but that, my lord, will never 
, To this deciſion come*—Then find the prince; 
Loſe not a moment to awaken in him 
The royal foul. Perha 
Pines in a corner, and 
That in the narrower bounds of 
He muſt confine his aims, thoſe ing virtues, 
Which from his noble father he inherits. 

Sif. Perhaps, regardleſs, in the common bane 

Of {ouths he thaite in vanity and love. exc 
But if the ſeeds of virtue low within him, 
I will awake a hi e, a love 


- 


he now def ponding 
ts his fortane; | 
e life 


her 
That graſps the loves and happineſs of millions. 
T anc. Why that ſurmiſe ? Orſhould he love, 87 . 


I doubt not, it is nobly, which will raiſe 
And animate his-virtnes—O permit me 
To plead the cauſe of youth · Their virtue oft, 
In pleaſures ſoft inchantment lulPd a while, 
Forgets itſelf ; it fleeps and dreams, 
Till t occaſion rouſe it: Then all flame, 
Tr . abroad, with heighten'd foul . 
And by the chan aſtoniſnes the world. 
3 
he joy that waits this prince ; when powers, 
Th — heart can with, of doing good ; 
Whatever ſwells ambition, or exalts © 
The human ſoul into divine emotions, Oy 
#fo« © 


2 ANC RED AND 


* 
SV. if Tancred, 
p Nothing ſo 2 as in ſpeculation, 


Ares diſtance ſeen the courſe of honour, 
A fairdelightfal champaign ftrew'd with flowers. 
+ But when the pre" comes; when our fond . 


paſſions, 
Pleaſure, and „and ſelf-indulgence, _ 
© Their magic around, the proſpect rou 


Then dreadful craggy mountains ri 
Cliffs to be ſcal' d, and torrents to be ftem'd : 
Then toil enſues, and e ſtern; 
And endleſs combats with our groſſer ſenſe, 
Oft loſt, and oft renew'd ;. and generous pain 


e For others felt ; and, harder leſſon ill ! 
Our honeſt bliſs for others ſacrific'd ; 


uails 


* And all the rugged taſk of virtue 
The ſtouteſt heart of common ution. f 
Few get above this turbid ſcene of ſtrife, 
Few gain the ſummit, breathe that pureſt air, 
That heavenly ether, which untroubled ſees » 
© The ftorm. of vice and rage below.” 
T anc. © AY" ich my Lord. But why. thus an- 
4 
. You Se oaks Meare 1 I know him not. 
C Tie e l re 
The juncture is ſo high, ſo ſtrong e 
* Ty KARI Landy tm phe ur. deaden foul 
Might breathe the godlike energy of virtue.” 1 
Sf. Hear him, immortal ſhades of his great fa- : 
31— ; 
Forgive me, fir, 8 
Thou! Thou art he! | 
Tanc. Siffreds / | * [Starts. 
SI. Tancred, thou! _ 
Thou art the man; . 
r the boſom of this iſle, 
r n 
1 rotect them, and to make them happy l 
Tanc. po Bos father ! I the laſt ſupport 
Of che bn d Norma ine, that awes the world! : 
wa 


-$EGFSMUND A. 


| T! who this morning wander'd forth an 
Outcaſt of all but 


„ my ſecond father! 
Thus calFd.to 
Ot human ki 


to the ſirſt eat lot 
hand. 
That, in maj og. 


1-0 wonder-wor 
 filence, ſways at 
The mighty movements of unbounded Nature; > 
O grant me, Heaven! the virtues to ſuſtain 
This awful burden of ſo many heroes ! 
Let me not be exalted into ſhame, 


* be 


han, 


Set up the worthleſs pageant of vain ur. 
Meantime I thank the juſtice of the king, 

Who has my right bequeath'd me. Thee, &. ec, 
I thank thee - OI neꝰ er enough can thank thee ! 
Ves, thou haſt OW ante be 90 father 
Thou ſhalt dire& my unexperienc'd 

Shalt be the ruling and I the wow 


S. It is enou 1 ſee my ſovereign 
125 his e and maintain ene 
Taxc. I think, my *. you ſaid the king com- 
To you kis will.” 1 clogg d 
o you 0 ope it is not 
With any baſe conditions, any clauſe, 
To tyrannize my heart, and to Cenffunria 
Enſlave my hand devoted to another. 
The hint you juſt now. gave of that alliance. 
You muſt imagine,-wakes my fear. But know, 
In this alone I will not bear diſpute, _ 
Not even from thee, Siffredi — the i 
Be ſtrait aſſembled, and the will there open'd ; 
Thence iſſue ſpeedy orders to convene, 
This day ere noon, the ſenate: where thoſe barons, 
N will attend, 
y their ready homage to the King, 
72 htful king, who claims his native crown, 
s * —— 2 ED Hy 


Sif. I go, my liege. But once again permit me 
To en you Now, now is the at Od 


That muſt determine of your future 
O with heroic rigour watch your heart 


And to the ſovereign duties of a king, 


- 


The 


e . — _ + mt 
= 


16 TANCRED AND 


"THY exalted Heart can know, the mixt e 


That tender calm we in the woods of Belnonr | 


Th' unequal'd pleaſures of a god on earth, 
Submit the common joys, the common paſſions, 
Nay, even the virtues of the private man. 

Tanc. Of that no more. They not oppoſe, but aid, 


Invi te, cheriſh and rewerd each other. 
*- 'The kind all ruling WI is no tyrant.” 


S C.E N E Y. 
Now, generous Sigi/munda, comes my turn 

To ſhew my love ns not of thine anworthy, 

When Fortune bade me bluſh to look to thee. 

But what is Fortune to the wiſh of Love ? 

A miſerable bankrupt ! © O *tis poor, 

© ”Tis ſcanty all, whate'er we can beſtow ! < 

The wealth of kings is wretchedneſs and want 

Quick, let me find her! taſte that higheſt joy, 

| Fuſion 
Of gratitude and love — Behold, ſhe comes! 


F 


La Sigiſmunda. Gs 
mo flattering ſoul was all on wing to find 


Sigiſmunda / 
Sigi/. O my Were! r 
Tell me, what means this myſtery and ou 
That low'rs around ? Juſt now involy*d in thought 
Thy father ſhot athwart me—You, my lord, 
Seem ſtrangely mov*d—1 fear ſome dark event 
From the k1 


g's death to trouble our repoſe, 


So happily enjoy'd——Explain this hurry, 
ET DF: PRE FAC 1 | 
1 


Tanc. It means — 
Beyond our moſt romantic wiſhes happy! 

Sigi/. You but perplex me more. mu 

T anxc. It means, my faireſt! - 


That 


SIGISMUND A. BE 


That thou art —_—_— Sicily; and L * 462 
The happieſt of mankind | "than monarch more 
Becauſe with thee I can adorn my 


Manfred, who fell by tyrant 2 b rage, 


r . n 
[Pauforg. 

You droop, my love; on a ſadden.; 
You ſeem to mourn my fortune—The foft tear 
Springs in thy eye—Q n 
Why this, my 8. 1 5 

Sigi. Royal 0 
None at your glorious — — can like me 
Rejoice—yet me alone, of all Cicilians, 
It makes unhappy. | 85 | 

T anc. I ſhould hate it then | 4 
Should ers with ſcorn, che ſplendid ruin from 


No, S;gi/munda,. tis my hope witk thee 
To ſhare it, r 5 
Sci. You are my ſovereign—T'at humble dif- 
tance— 


foul! 
* You never reign'd with ſuch lamphand lenses 
c Such winning charms a3 now 3 yet, thou art ſtill," 
The dear, the tender, generous. — TRE 
© Who, with a heart cxalted far above. 


£ Thoſe (cl6fh views that charm che common breaft, ; 


Stoo p'd from the life and courted beauty, 
e Then, then, to love me, when I ſeem'd al fortune 
The hopeleſs outcaſt; when I had no friend, 
None to and own me but thy father. 
* And wo i thou claim. all goodueks to ty ſelf R 
Canſt thou thy Taxcred deem ſo dully form'd, 

0 Of ſuch groſs clay, Jad a, I reach-the paint _ 
, A point my wildeſt hopes could never image 

© In that moment, ä ——— — ö 
That I ſhould than ſo. mean a traitor 
< To the beſt bliſs and honour of mankind, * 
So much diſgrace the human heart, as then, 


Eb, | c For 


Tanc. Thou art my queen | the ſovereign of my 


%, 
ö „ ng * n EEE RG 6s 21, os 2 


. ———-•ʃ—ÜIᷓñᷓÿᷓʒõ—n a — — 


-* Cruel, unjuſt, an outrage to my _ 


Ang inſolent pretenſions to my 


— 
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* For the dead form of flattery and p = 
* The dee joys of ene 20 90k. ruth, 
r e nag 
The life! my all, my Sigi/munda! 
: I could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind, . 


* Did they not ing from love.” 

Sig. Think not, my lord, 

Phat to ſuch doubts I can deſcend.* 
Your heart, I know, diſdains the little thought 
Of changing with the vain external change 
Of circumſtance and fortune. Rather thence 
It would, with riſing ardor, a 

A noble pride to ſhew itſelf the ſame.* 

But, ah! the hearts of kings are not their own. 


There is a haughty duty that ſubjects them 


To chains of ſtate, to wed the public welfare, 
* And not yo 8 the tender private virtues, 
Some high-deſcended ſe, who will bring 
-New power and i to your throne demande 
Your royal hand—perhaps ot gang TY 
Tane; She! | 

0 nam her not! ne 
And diſengag'd as he who never felt 
© The powerful eye of beauty, never figh'd 
For matchleſs worth like thine, I ſhould abhor 
All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 


Moſt baſely murder'd mine; and ſhe, his daughter, 
.< Supported 4 


his barbarous party ſtill, 

crits, his imperious ſpirit, 
throne,” - 

And canſt thou deem me then ſo poorly tame, 


His pride i 


So cool a traitor to my father's blood, 


As from the prudent cowardice of ſtate 

E'er to ſubmit to ſuch a baſe propoſal ? 

* Deteſted thought! O doubly, doubly hateful! 
From the two from averſion 
© To this Conflantia—and from love to thee. 

© Cuſtom, tis true, a venerable-tyrant, | | 
6 2 ſervile man extends her blind dominion 2 | 


27 n 


\ 
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Fhe pride of kings enſlaves them; their ambition, 
Or intereſt, lords it o'er the better A 
But vain their talk, maſſ d under ſpecious words 
Of ſtation, duty, and of public good. 
They whom juſt heaven has to a throne exalted, 
To guard the rights and hberties of others 
What duty binds them to their ẽ m?? 
For me, my free- born heart ſhall bear no dictates, 
© But thoſe of truth and honour; wear no chains, 
But the dear chains of love and Sigi/munda /” 
Or if indeed my choice maſt be directed 
By views of public , whom ſhall I chuſe _ 
So fir to grace, to dignify a crown, by 
And beam ſweet merey on a happy people, 
As thee, my love? whom place upon my throne 
But thee, deſcended from the good Siffredi“ 
« *Tis fit that heart be thine, which drew from him 
* Whate'er can make it worthy thy acceptance.” 
8 * ceaſe, to raiſe my hopes above x 
nn 8 

Charm me no more, my Tancred /—O chat we 
In thoſe bleft woods, where firſt you won my ſoul, 
Had paſs'd our gentle days; far from the toil 
And p of courts! Such is the wiſh-of love: 
> Of love; that, with delightful weakneſs, knows | 
© No bliſs and no ambition but itſellf. 
Zut, in the world's full light, thoſe charming 
© Thoſe fond illuſtons vanidh.! - Awful duties, 
The tyranny of men, even your own heart, 
Where lurks a ſenſe your paſſion flifles now. 
But proud imperious honour call you from me. 
"Tis all in vain—You- cannot huſh a voice 
That murmurs here -I muſt not be perſuaded ! 

Tanc. [ Kneeling.) Hear me, thou foul of all my 
2 hopes and wiſhes ! te echte 
And witneſs, heaven! prime ſource of love and joy! 
Not a whole warring world combin'd againſt me; 

© Its pride, its ſplendor, its impoſin | 

Nor intereſt, nor ambition, not he face 


« Of 


* rere _ A . 
93 — * = 


6 Leaves the 9 Reaſon far behind. 
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Of folemn ftate, not even thy father's wiſdom, * 
Shall ever ſhake my faith to $7eifmunds. 
Trumpets and acclamations heard, 
n my * me, 
with unweary'd zeal I will diſcharge ; 
And thou, yes thou, ſhalt be my bright reward— 
Yet—ere I huſh thy lovely ho, 
A delicate objedions ——— [writes bis name. 
this blank, | 
Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy father; 
Tell him 'tis my com „ It be ald up 
With a moſt ftri& and ſolemn marriage - contract. 
How dear each tye ! how charming to my ſoul | 
That more unites me to my . | 


For thee and for my people's good to live, 
n 


. 
= r — — — 
* — 3 — — — — — — at — — hw 4 
. - * — a 
* . 


nee s ENR L 
Siffredi alone. 


O far tis well—the late king's 
Upon the plan I counſel'd; t prince T axcred 
Shall make Cer antia of his throne. 

d event! * whence the dire ſeeds 


O 
| rds rey inteſtine broils, of civil war, 


And all its dreadful miſeries and crimes, 

© Shall be for ever rooted from the land. 

© May theſe dim eyes, long blaſted by the rage 

Of — faction and my country's woes, 

* Tir'd with the toils and vanaties of life, 

* Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace!“ 

But how this mighty obſtacle ſurmount, 

Which Love has TY betwixt? © Love that diſturbs 

The ſchemes of wiſdom ſtill; that wing'd with 
* paſſion, 

© Blind and impetuous in its fond arſeits, 


© Ala! 
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Alas! how frail the ſtate of human bliſs ! 

When even our honeſt paſſions oft deſtroy it. 

I was to blame, in ſolitude and ſhades, 

Infectious ſcenes ! to truſt their youthful hearts. 

Would I had mark'd the rifing flame ! that now 

Burns out with dangerous force'— My daughter 

owns 

Her paſſion for the king; ſhe — own'd it, 

With prayers and tears and tender ſupplications, 

That almoſt ſhook my n this blank, 

Which his raſh fondneſs gave her, ſhews how much, 

To what a wild extra ce he loves 

I ſee no means —it foils my deepeſt thought — 

How to controul this madneſs of the king, 

That wears the face of virtue, and will ence 

Diſdain reſtraint, will from his ly oppoſe 

© Borrow n even ſpeciou e 

© To xeaſon, i: GL Bot it muſt 2 as 

- 1 own advice, of which 1 nnd us more 
the ſtrict conditions of the will, 

' Hr 2 * his marriage with Conftantia ; 

Or el party has a fair pretence 

And all, w 2 is horror and confuſion 

« How iſfue from this maze ?*—The cro 

Here ſummon'd to the palace, meet 

To pay their „ and confirm the will. 

On a few moments hang the public fate, 

On a few 3 eee | 

A gleam of hope—Yes—with v 

1 — will ſave him“ Neceſſary * me 

- For xood and wile ea can ne W Apr, 

In that reſiſtleſs, that peculiar caſe, 

© Deceit is truth and virtue—But how hold 

This lion in the toil?—O I will form it 

© Of ſuch a fatal thread, twiſt it ſo ſtre ng 

© With all the ties of honour and of duty, 

That his moſt def] fury ſhall not break 

The honeſt ſnare Here is the 

I will beneath it write a perfect, full, 

And abſolute agreement to the will; 

Which read the nobles of the realm 


Aſſembled, 


hand 


— : 
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Aſſembled, in the facyed face of Sicily, 0 
Conſtantia preſent, every heart and eye 

Fix d on their monarch, every tongue applauding, 
He muſt ſubmit, his dream of love muſt vaniſh— 

It ſhall be done To me, I know, tis ruin; 
But ſafety to the public, to the king. 

T will not reaſon more, I will not liſten 
Even to the voice of honour'—No—'tis * ü 

I here devote me for my prince and coun 

Let them be ſafe, and I fern me nobly periſh 

Behold earl O/mond. comes; without whoſe ad 
My ſchemes are all in vain. 


9 


8 C E N R . 


Enter Oſmond. 
O/m. M y lord Siffredi nn 
I from 5 Lane haſten'd to Conſtantia, 


And have accompliſh'd what we there propos'd. 
The princeſs to the will ſubmits her claims. . 
She with her preſence means to grace the ſenate, 
And of your royal char 8 hand 
Accept. A 15 aff. ack'd _ hopes 
- ole, new April cene ö 
© Of reigning ſon, appointed b ay 8. 
With her joint-heir But I fo ſhew'd 
The D * ae ed 
And ford eſtabliſh'd 272 would riſe, 
* Join'd to the 4845p neceſſity that urg'd . 
If on Sicilia's throne ſhe meant to fit, 
© As to the wiſe diſpoſal of the will 
Her high ambition e 4 Methought, beſides, 
I could diſcern that not from prudeuce ery 
She to this choice ſubmitted.-; ., ..; 
Sif. Noble O/moend, 

You have in this done to the public great 
And fignal ſervice. Ves, I muſt avow it: 
This frank and ready inſtance of your zeal, 
In ſuch a trying crifis of the ſtate, 
When beef. and ambition _ have ny 6 

k | our 
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* Your views; I own, this truly generous virtue“ 

Upbraids the raſhneſs of my former judgment. - 
O/m. Siffredi, no. To yon belongs the praiſe; 

The glorious work is yours. Had I not ſeiz d, 

© Improv'd the wiſh'd occaſion to root out 

© Diviſion from the land, and fave my country, 

© I had been baſe, been infamous for ever“. 

*Tis you, my lord, to whom the many thouſands, 

That by the barbarous ſword of civil war | 

Had fallen inglorious, owe their lives; to you 

The ſons of this fair iſle, from her firſt peers - 

* Down to the ſwain who till her golden plains, 

© Owe their ſafe homes, their ſoft domeſtic hours, 

And thro? late time poſtęrity ſhall bleſs you, 

* You who advis'd this will'—T bluſh to think, 

I have ſo lang oppos'd the beſt good man 

In Siciy— With that impartial care 

< Ought we to watch der prejudice andpaſlion, 

Nor truſt too much the jaundic'd eye of party! 

© Henceforth its vain deluſions I renounce, 

© Its hot determinations, that confine 

All merit and all virtue to itſelf.” 

To yours J join my hand; with you will'own 

No intereſt and no party but my country. 

Nor is your friendſhip only my ambition: 

There 1s a dearer name, the name of father, 

By which I ſhould rejoice to call Sifred?. | 

Your daughter's hand would to the public weal WO 

Unite my private happineſs. 
Sif. My lord, | 

You have my glad conſent. To be allied 

To your diſtinguiſh'd family, and merit, 

I ſhall eſteem an honour. From my ſoul 

I here embrace earl O/mond as my friend, 

FE Bc | Anh 
O/m. You make him happy. This aſſent, 

* So frank and warm, to what I long have wiſh'd, . 

, Engage all my gratitude; at once, | 

In the firſt bloſſom, it matures our friendſhip.” 

1 from this moment vow We the friend | 

1 And 


24 TANCRED AND 
And zealous ſervant of Siffred?s houſe. _ 
Enter an officer be "g to the court. 
Officer 17 $i i. 3 


The king, my lord, demands your ſpeedy preſence. 
Sif. I will attend him ſtrait— Farewell, my lord: 

The ſenate meets; there, a few moments hence, 

I wall rejoin you. | 
O/m. There, my noble lord, 

We will compleat this ſalutary work, 

Will there begin a new auſpicious æra. 


S CE N E III. 

|; Oſmond alone. 
Siffredi gives his daughter to my wiſhes— . 
But does ſhe give herſelf? Gay, young, and flatter'd, 
Perhaps engag'd, will ſhe her Peach heart 
Yield to my harſher, uncomplying years? 
I am not form'd, by fl and praiſe, bf 
By fighs and tears, and all the whining trade 
Of love, to feed a fair one's vanity ; 
To charm at once and ſpoil her. Theſe ſoft arts 
Nor ſuit my years nor temper ; theſe be left 
To boys and doating age. A 1 father, 
By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 
Reſigns his daughter to a huſpand's power, 
Who with ſuperior dignity, with reaſon, 
And manly tenderneſs, will ever love her; 
Not firſt a kneeling ſlave, and then a tyrant. 


ee a 
1970 OM Oſmond, Barons. oft 1 
* O/m. My lords, I greet you well. This wond- 
_ © rous day TH TE RRP SLE I 
© Unites us all in amity and friendſhip. 
© We meet to-day with open hearts and looks, 


© Not gloom'd by party, ſcouling on each other 
© But all the children of one happy uſe, 


The ſocial ſons of liberty. No pride, 


[ Exit Si. 


© No 


„ 
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No paſſion now, no thwarting views divide us: 

Prince Manfred line, at laſt, to Milliau's join'd, 
Combines us in one family of brothers. 

This to the late king's well-order'd will, 

And wiſe Sifred#'s generous care we owe. 
© I truly give you joy. Firſt of you all, 

I here renounce thoſe errors and diviſions | 

That have ſo long diſturb'd our peace, and ſeem'd, 
* — NN on threaten new commotion 

© By time in let us not diſdain | 
© To quit miſtakes, We all, my lords, have err'd. 

© Men may, I find, be honeſt, tho? they differ. 

© 1ſt. Baron. Who follows not, my lord, the 

© fair example 
© You ſet us all, whate'er be his pretence, 

© Loves not with ſingle and unbias'd 

His country as he ought. ö 

© 24. Baron. O beanteous peace! 

6 _ _ of a ſtate "— elſe, but _ 

© Gives fafety, ſtrength, to a people 

6. ow; dv =, — rex ſnow 4 

Of many years; yet in my breaſt revives 

A —— fame. Meth:aks, I — — . 
-© Thoſe days renew d, that bleſs'd our iſle, 

Ere by this waſteful fury of diviſion, © 

* Worſe than our Etna's moſt deſtructive fires, 

© It deſolated funk. I ſee our plains 
* Unbounded waving with the gifts of harvelt ; 

© Our ſeas with commerce throng'd, our buſy ports 

Wich chearful toil. Our Enna blooms atreſh ; 

© Afreſh the ſweets of thymy la flow. 

* Ournymphs and ſhepherds, ſporting in each vale, 
© Inſpire new ſong, and wake the reed 
The tongue of age is fond Come, come, my ſons; 
I long to ſee this prince, of whom the world 

* Speaks largely well His father was my friend, 

© 'The brave unhappy Manfred. Come, my lords; 
We tarry here too long. L 


B 2 | « Enter 
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Enter Ofhcer. - 
„Off. My lord, the king is rob'd, the 3 fats, 
* And waits your preſence.” P [ Exeunt, 


s C E N E V. 


* Two Officers keepi 18 off the croud. 


* One of the croud. Shew us our king, 
© The valiant Manſred's ſon, who lov'd he people— 
© We muſt, we will behold him Give us way. 

909. Off. Pray, gentlemen, give back—it — 

© not 
Give back, I pray—on ſuch a glad occaſion - 
* I would not ill intreat the loweſt of you. 
* 24. Man of the croud. Nay, give us but a re 
* of our — king. 
We more than any baron of them all 
Will Pay him true allegiance. h 
© You cannot paſ- paſs this way—We have ſtrict orders, 
To keep for him himſelf, and for the __ 
All theſe apirtments clear—Go to the 
That — the ſea — you there will find ion. 
All. Long live king Tancred. 3 ſon— 


, Huzza ! 
[ Croud goes of- 
45 * Offi. I Have net cen 


% Co wild a tumult, the town is mad with tranſport. 

4 Shew mus our ling, they cry, our Norman king, 

« The valiant Manfred's jon, æubo lad the people. 
In vain I told em, we had ftrid orders 

F* To heep for him, himſelf, and for the 5 | 

All theſe Apartments clear; nought c 

*<: Appeaſe their florm of zeal ; 3 5 

«© The northern gate that fronts the — 

promis d them admittance.” 

1/ Offi. I do not marvel at their rage of j Joy: 
He is'a brave and amiable prince. | 
When in my lord Siffed's houſe I liv'd, 
Ere by his favour I obtain'd this office, 


I there 
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I there remember well the young Count Tancred. 
To ſee him and to love _ were the ſame. 
He was fo noble in his ways, yet ſtill 
So affable and mild — Well, well, old Sicily, 
Yet happy days await thee [ 
24 Offi. Grant it, heaven 
© We have ſeen fad and troublous times enough.” 
He is, they ſay, to wed the late king's fifter, 
Conflantia. 
- 1/ Offi. Friend, of chat I greatly doubt. 
1 1 or lord _—_— s daughter, 
The gentle Sigiſnunda, has his heart, 
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks, 
And fond affiduous care to pleaſe each other. 
_ 22 9 love O be they bleſt, 
As erve! It were great — ht 
Should part a matchleſs pair: e glory he, 
And ſhe the blooming grace of Sicily / 
24 Offi. My lord Rado/pho comes. 


e VI. 
' | Rodolpho, from the — Do 
Nod. My honeſt friends, | 
loge ge our. 


You may retire. 
A ftorm 1s in the wind. 


This Will 1 all. No, Tancred never 
Can ſtoop to theſe conditions, which at once 


Attack hy his rights, his honour, and his love. 
, Thoſe wiſe = men, thoſe plotting grave fate 


© Forget 1 urſe of youth ; /cheirceobk ed prodence 

© To baſeneſs verging ſtill, forgets to 

Into their fine-ſpun ſchemes e generous heart, 

That thro? the cobweb ſyſtem burſting la 

Their labours 'waſte—So will this b prove, 

Or I miſtake the king—back from the pomp. 

He ſeem'd at firſt to ſhrink ; and round his brow 

© I mark'd a U g cloud, when by his fide, 

As if deſign d to 2 publie homage, 3 
3 e 


LP” — 


— V : N 4 — 4 a” P 
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At leaſt to me, the dou 
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He ſaw the t 's daughter. But confe(s'd; - 
ing tempeſt frown'd, 
* And ſhook his ſwelling boſom,” 2 he heard 
Th' unjuſt, the baſe conditions of the will. 
Uncertain, toſt in cruel agitation, 
He oft, methought, addreſs'd himſelf to ſpeak 
And interrupt Siffreds ;, who G 
With conſcious haſte, to dread interru tion, 
And hurry'd on- But hark | I hear a noi 
As 2 dd afſembly roſe ? Ha! Sigi/munda, 
ppreſs'd with grief and wrapt in penſive ſorrow, 
0 PA es along. 

enn and attendants paſs thro the 
_ back ſcene. E . 6 


3 G KR N 
a . 06-eH 


Lars. Your high: rais'd bead, the king, 
Is falſe, moſt vile The meaneſt ſlave 
Had ſhown a bler heart ; © 9 thus, 
Buy the firſt bait ambition ſp been gull' d.“ 
He Mae away | it camo? be 

The ſon of that brave could ne er betray 


o long uſurp r 
: ch de, hi K fortune, - 


© Had juſt A; 11 b 515 
an ON 0's; . 


Even juſt reſentment of his rn father's fate, 
* And pride itſelf; hate er exalts a man 
Above the grovelin g ſons of peaſant - mud. 
505 a £14 (94m jg: for what? why 8 
us leave, to 
— his own throne l hug, William's 0p ' 
Rodel. 1 ſtand You ſurely wrong him, 


Lavra. 
There muſt be fome miſtake. | 
Lara. There can be none! 
Siffreds read his. full and free conſent 
Reb ore ch applauding ſenate. True, indeed, 


A ſmall 
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A ſmall remain of ame, a timorous weakneſs, 
Even daſtardly in falſehood made him bluſh 


To at this ferne in Sigi/mande 
Who ſunk beneath his perfidy . 


Hence, till to-morrow = 20 the ſenate 
1 ae tex infamy to crown him! 
hen, leading gay triamphant princeſs, 
He left the poor unhappy Sigi/munda 
To bend her — hag to that fad home 
His faithleſs vows will render hateful to her —— 


He comes Farewell I cannot bear his preſence ! 


SCENE. VIE. 


E - | Enter Tancred amd Siffredi. 
_ Tancred entering 70 Siffredi. 
Avoid me, b traitor Ga. Rodolpho, 
Gee ae l paſſages this wayr 
Be ſhut—Defend me from a hateful world, 
The bane of peace and honour—* then return.” 
What! E 788 haunt me fall? O n 
inſult | 
Unparallell'd indignity : juſt heaven | 
Was ever king, 2 
So trampled into baſeneſ i 
- Sif. Here, my liege, 
Here ftrike | I nor deſerve, nor 3 
Tauc. 1 3 6 my ſoul— Hold, * 
© hol 


„U y ſeat—O this inhuman outrage 


| thought!“ 
72 


60 7 979 EF thy ſervant l 
anc. All, all but this rn borne - but 
This ang inſolence beyond 
This murderous ſtroke that ſtabs my 


le! 
peace for ever! 
That ounds me there - therel where W heart 
Moſt ex uifitely feels 
Si. 12 it not, 
ann . me — 
5 B 4 anc. 
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Tanc. Did ever tyrant image aught fo cruel? 
The loweſt ſlave that crawls upon the earth, | 
Robb'd of each comfort heav'n beſtows on mortals, 
On the bare ground, has ſtill his virtue left, 
The ſacred treaſures of an honeſt heart, 9920 
Which thou haſt dar'd, with raſh audacious hand, 
And impious fraud, in me to violate— 
Sif. Behold, my liege, that raſh audacious hand, 
Which not repents its crime - O glorious! happy ! 
If by my ruin I can fave your honour. | 
75 _ -Such honour I renounce ! 'with ſovereign 
Gn. .- 
Greatly deteſt it, and its mean adviſer ! 
Haſt thou not dar'd beneath my name to ſhelter— 
My name for other purpoſes defign'd, 
Given from the fondneſs of a faithful heart, 
With the beſt love o'erflowing—haſt thou not? 
Beneath thy ſovereign's name baſely preſum'd 
To ſhield a lye? a lye! in publick utter'd, 
To all deluded Sicily ? But know, 
This poor contrivance tis as weak as baſe. 
* In ſuch a wretched toil none can be held 
But fools and cowards—O thy flimty arts, 
Touch'd by my juſt, my burainy indignation, 
shall burſt like threads in flams! — Thy doating 
Sh Ack PI 
© Bat more fecures the purpoſe it would ſhake. 
Had my reſolves been wavering and doubtful, 
This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fate; 
This adds the only motive that was wantin 
To urge them on thro” war and deſolation. 
What! marry her! Conftantia? Her! the daughter 
Of the fell tyrant who deftroy'd my father! 
The very thought is madneſs ! Ere thou ſeeft 
The torch of Ehmen light theſe hated nuptials, 
Thou ſhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames, 
Her citiesraz'd, her valleys drench'd with ſlaughter— 
Love ſet aſide my pride aſſumes the quarrel. 
My honour now is up; in ſpite of thee, 


A world combin'd againſt me, I will give . 


This 


1 


% 
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This ſcatter'd Will in fragments to the winds, 
Aſſert my rights, the freedom of my heart, 
Cruſh al who dare oppoſe me to the duſt, 
And heap on thee EC. 

Sif. Sir, tis juſt; _ | 
Exhauſt on me your rage ; I claim it all. 
But for theſe public threats thy Are utters, 
*Tis what thou canſt not do! 

Tanc. I cannot! ha! 
© Driven to the dreadful brink of ach dihonour, 
Enough to make the tameſt coward brave, 
And into fierceneſs rouze the mildeſt nature, 


What ſhall arreft my vengeance ? who ? 


Si. — be 
ay! dare not to juſtify thy ht 
That, ** a can aggravate its horror, 
Add inſolence to infolence—perhaps 
May make my rage forget—— 

$f. O let it bur | 
On this grey head devoted to thy bier 1 
But when the ſtorm has vented al; its fury, 
Thou then muſt hear—nay more, I know, thou wilt 
Wilt hear the calm, yet 2 ay voice of reaſon. 
© Thou muſt reflect, 5 a 's ſafety, 
© 'The yu kf truſted pr any ws e down, - 
© 'Thy fel judge, thy fon you pleaſure.” 
Thou maſt me 6s 407 there are other duties, 
A nobler pride, a more exalted honour, 
© Superior pleaſures far, that will oblige, 
* Compel ag to abide by this my deed, 
© Unwarranted perhaps in common ju 
But which neceſſity, even virtue's tyrant, 
With awful voice commanded'—Yes, thou muſt, 
In calmer hours, diveſt thee of thy love, 
Theſe common paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a king! 
The lover of thy people 

Tanc. Truths ill employ oy'd ! 
© Abus'd to colour guilt! a king ! a king! 
Yes, I will be a 2 but not a flave! 

B 5 In 
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In this will be a king! in this my 
CG ow I will their rights, 
When th 8 14 
But have I, ; oy been. treated like a king? 

Heavens ! could I ſtoop to ſuch 1 


I were a mean a ſhameleſs wretch, unworthy 
ins land. of fona,. - 
ſhould belye 


To weild a. 
A ſoil abhorr'd of virtue, 
My father's blood, bely thoſe very maxims, 
At other times, you * my youth i fredi 
a ſoftened tone of voice. 
Si. d hy mri 1 
vant, . 
Whoſe darling care, theſe das , has been 
* nurſe W "ap to virtue; XY 
; weal, renounces 
All Waere or and the wal, can pour forth ; 
© What many a ſelfiſh fathers would purſue | 
© 'Thro' treachery and crimes : „ behola him here, 
Bent on His e knees, to beg, conjure thee, 
With tears to beg thee, to controul thy paſſion, 
And fave thyſelf, thy honour, 6 jo ner 
Kneeling with me behold the many thouſands 
To thy protection truſted: 3 mothers, 
The front of ba Hts | 
The tender virgin and the helplef L infant; "We 
The miniſters LO heaven, thoſe, who maintain, 
© Around thy throne, the mejelly afrybe ; 
And thoſe, whoſe labour, ſcorch d windsand fun, 
Feeds the rejoicing public: ſee them all, 
Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to fave them, 
From miſery and war, from crimes and rapine ! 
f Can there be aught, kind heaven ! in felf-indub- 
© gence 
To h down theſe ? This aggre of love; 
7 Wah ieh compar'd the deareſt 64 2 paſſien 
© Is but the wafted duſt upon the balance? 
Turn not away—Oh is there not ſome part, 
In thy great heart, ſo ſenſible to kindneſs, - 
And generous warmth, ſome nobler part, to 
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The prayers and tears of theſe, the 

Of heaven and earth! 
Tanc. There is! and thou haſt touch'd it. 

Riſe, riſe, Siffredi - Oh! thou haſt undone me, 

Unkind old man! O ill- entreated Tazcred / 

Which way ſ{oc'et I turn, Diſhonour rears 

Her hidebus front and miſery and ruin 

* Was it for this you took ſuch care to form me ? 

* For this imbu*d me with the quickeſt ſenſe 

« Of - theſe finer feelings, that ne er vex 

The n maſs of dully happy 

© In bleſt inſenſibility ? O rather 4 

© You ſhould have ſear d my heart; taught me that 


s er 
S 
„That, gi f A | 
There 7 no 9 9 thus, 
L had been fit to rule a venal world. 
Alas! what meant thy wantonneſs of 
Why have you rais'd this miſerable conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man? 

Set virtue againſt virtue ? —“ Ah, Sifredi / 

Tis thy ſuperfluous, thy unfeeling wiſdom, 

That has involv'd me in a maze of error, 

© Almoſt beyond retreat'—But hold, my ſoul, 

Thy ſteady purpoſe—Toſt by various paſſions, 

To this eternal anchor keep There is, 

Can be, no publie without private virtue _ 

Then mark me well, obſerve what I command; 

© It is the ſole expedient now remaining: 

To-morrow, when the ſenate meets again, 

Usgfold the whole, unravel the deceit; 

Nor that alone, try to repair its miſchief ; 

There all thy power, thy cloquence and intereſt 

* Exert, to reinſtate me in my rights, ) 

And from thy own dark ſnares to diſembroil me'— 

Start not, my lord This muſt and ſhall be done! 

Or here, our friendſhip ends Howe er diſguis d, 

Whatever thy ptetence, thou art a traytor. 
Sg. I fhould indeed deferve the name 3 


1 
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And even a traitor's fate, had I ſo ſli =p 
From principles ſo weak, done what Pal 
As e' er to diſavow i it — 

. Mas: 16 N 4 

A 01 5 h1 ths} nate 37 ; 
Expect not this — Tho is' d ing i in courts, ' 
I have not fo far learn'd their ſubtle trade; | 
To veer obedient with each guſt of paſſion. 
I honour thee, I venerate thy orders, 
But honour more my duty. Nought on earth 
Shall ever ſhake me from that ſoli rock, 
Nor ſmiles nor frowns;—— - 

Tanc. You will not then ? 

SM. I cannot 

anc. Away! begone!—O my Redolpho, come, 

And ſave me * this traitor 2 — 
© Avoid my preſence ſtrait ! and, know, old man, 
© Thou my worſt foe beneath the maſk of friendſhip, 
© Who, not content to trample in the duſt 
My deareſt rights, doſt with cool inſolence 
_ © Perſiſt, and call it duty; hadſt thou not 
* A daughter that thee, thou ſnouldſt feet 


The vengeance thou deſerv'it'—No reply! 
Away l. Exit. Siffredi. 


Tancred, Rodolpho. 


| Radol. What can incenſe my prince ſo IN 
Againſt his friend Siffred: ? 

Tanc. Friend! Rodolphe? 
When I have told thee what this friend has done, 
_ :d me like a boy, a baſe-born wretch, 

50 kal. not heart nor ſpirit! thou wilt ſtand 

an and wonder at my ſtupid patience. 

* Rodol. I heard, with mixt aſtoniſhment and grief, 
© 'The king's unj just diſhonourable will, 4 
Void in gef 1 ſaw you ſtung with rage, 
And writhing in the ſnare; juſt as I went, 


* At your . to wait you here — but that 
Was the king's deed, not his. 


Fanuc. 
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© Tanc., O he advis'd it! 


© Theſe many years he has in ſecret hatch'd 
This black contrivance, glories in the ſcheme, 


And proudlyplumes him with his traiterous virtue. 
But that was nought, Rodoipho, whales d g! 
O that was —4 blameleſs to what follow) d! 


© I had, my friend, to See given, 

To huſh her fears; i in the full guſh of fondneſs, 

© A blank fign'd by my hand—and he—O heavens! 

Was ever ſuch a wild Attempt !—he wrote 

Beneath my name an abſolute compliance 

© To this deteſted will; nay, dard to read it 

© Before myſelf, on my infaked throne M 

'* His idle pageant plac'd—O words are weak 

© To paint the pangs, the rage, the indignation, 

That whirl'd from 0 to thought my foul in 
tem 

© Now on the point to burſt, and now by ſhame 

© Repreſs'd—But in the face of Sicily, 

Alf mad with acclamation, what, Rodolpho, 

What could I do? The ſole relief that roſe 

To my diftrafted mind, was to. adjourn | 

© 'Th' afſembly till to-morrow—But to-morrow 

What can be done—My only care 

Is how to clear my faith to Sigi/munda. 


A 


She thinks me falſe! She caſt a look that kill'd me! 
O J am baſe in Sigi/munda's eye! 


The loweſt of mankind, the moſt ious! 

Nadal This was a ſtrain of infolence indeed, 

A daring outrage of fo ſtrange a nature, 

As ſtuns me quite 

© Tanc. Curs'd be my timid prudence! 

That daſn'd not back, that moment, in his face, 

The bold preſumptuous lye - and curs'd this hand! 

That from a ſtart of poor diſſimulation, 

Led off my Sigi/munda's hated rival. 

Ah then! what, poiſon'd by the falſe appearance, 

What, Sigi/munda, were thy thoughts of me 

How, in * filent bitterneſs of ſoul, 

How didſt thou ſcorn me! hate mankind, thyſelf, 
For 
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For truſting to the vows of faithleſs Taxcrid! , 
For ſuch 1 d- was enn thought . 
4 5 
I ſhould have caſt a 1 aßde, 
5 u © "If my three. — * all avow'd 
4 S748 
© 'The choice, the glory of my froe-bark bein, 
And ſpurn d the ſhameful fetters thrown upon it 
.© Inſtead of that=-corfufion i hat I did 
Has clinch'd the chain, confirm'd e. crime, 
„And fix'd me down to e 
© Rodel. My lord, | | 
© Blame not the conduct, which your Banatia a — = 
Tote * your totrur d n. could you 
£11.18 2 +38 
Had you ſo circumiiane'd; in open 8 
© Before th* aſtoniſh'd public, wit no friends P 
w d, no form'd; ' affronted thus 
© The haughty and her faction, 
Supported by this Will, che ſudden ſtroke, 
Abrupt and premature, might have recoil'd 
VU pon yourſelf, even your on friends revolted, 
And turn'd at once the public ſcale againſt Jau. 
Beſides, conſider, had you then detected 
In its freſh [this San of Siffreds, | 
You muſt with ſignal vengeance have chaſtis'd 
© The treaſonable deed— Nothing ſo mean 
As weak inſulted pow . puniſh. 
a „Aud Com e eee n voce love? 
His daughter too? Truſt me, your det, 
* Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours, | 
© Was forrunate and wiſe—Not that 1 mean 
Eber to adviſe fubmion —— _ 
Fac. Heavens 1 Submiſſion ! + 
Could I deſcend to bear i it, even in thought, 
Deſpiſe me, you, the world, and Sigi/munda '£ 
Submiſſion ! No 1<To-morrow's giorious light 
c Shall flaſh diſcovery on this ſcene of baſeneſs. | 
Whatever be the riſque, by heavens ] to-morrow, 
I will o'erturn the dirty lye- built ſchemes | 
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© Of theſeold men, and ſhew my faithful ſenate, 

That s ſon knows to aſſert and wear, 

With undiminiſh'd dignity, that crown 

This une day has plac'd upon him.” 

But, this, my friend, this black unbeard-of outrage 

* — — Till Sei 

Be diſabus'd, my read r is — 3 all, 

nf And can obey ho ſettled courſe of reaſon. 

© I ſee her ſtill, I feel her powerful image, 

© That look, pers” with nn complaint was 
6 mix | 

0 Big with ſoft woe and gent tle i 

© Which ſeem'd at once to pity and to ſcorn me— 

O let me ſind her! I too have left 

My Sigiſnunda to converſe with tears, 

A. prey to thoughts that picture me a villain, . 

But ah! how clogg*d with this accurſed ſtate, 

A tedious world, ſhall I now find acces? 

© Her father too Ten thouſand horrors croud 

© Into the wild fantaſtic eye of love— 


Who knows what he hay do? Came then, my 
friend, 


And by the hand of Lexra, O let me ſteal 

A letter to her boſom “ I no longer 

Can bear her abſence, by the juſt contempt 

© She now muſt _ "1 —ů to madneſs, 

« Fly, my Rodoipho, engage thy ſiſter 

To aid my letter, and this very evening 

Secure an interview—T would not bear 

This rack another day, not for my kingdom ! 

Till then, deep plung'd in folitade and ſhades, 
. I will not ſee the hated face of man.” | 


Thought drives on chought, on paſſions paſſions 
roll ; 

Her alles alone can calm my raging foul. | 

{Excant. 


ACT 
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ACT i. SCENE I. 


Sigiſmunda . fting in a @ diſconſolate pofture. 
H tyrant Prince! ah more than faithleſs Tan- 


_ ered: 
enerous and inhuman in thy falſhood ! 

ald thou, this morning, when my hopeleſs heart, 
Submiſive to my fortune and my duty, 
Had ſo much ſpirit left, as to be willing 


To give thee back thy vows, ah! hadſt thou then 


Confeſs'd the ſad neceſſity thy ſtate 

Impos'd upon thee, and with gentle friendſhip, 

Since we muſt or at laſt, our parting ſoften'd : 

I ſhould indeed—TI ſhould have been unhappy, 

But not to this extream—* Amidſt my grief, 

© I had, with penſive pleaſure, cheriſh'd ill 

The ſweet remembrance of thy former love; 

Thy image ſtill had dwelt upon my ſoul, 

And Am our guiltleſs woes not unden htful. 

© But coolly thus How couldſt thou be ſo cruel ?— 

Thus to revive my hopes, to ſooth my ore 

And call forth all 1 its tenderneſs, then fink' me 

© In black deſpair—What unrelenting pride 

Poſſeſs'd thy breaſt, that thou couldſt bear unmoy'd 

© To ſee me bent beneath a weight of ſhame ? 

* Pangs thou canſt never feel? How couldſt thou 
© drag me, 

In barbarous triumph at a rival's car? 

How make me witneſs to a ſight of horror? 

That hand, which, but a few ſhort hours ago, 

© So wantonly abus'd my ſimple faith, © ö 

© Before th attefting world given to another, 

© Irrevocably given: — There was a time, 

* When the leaſt cloud that hung upon my brow, 

* Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy pity. 


9 Them , brighten'd often by the ready tear, 


0 - Thy 
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* Thy looks were ſoftneſs all ; then the quick heart, 


* In every nerve alive, forgot itſelf, 

© And for each other then we elt alone. 

* But now, alas! thoſe tender days are fled ; : 

* Now thou 44 ſee | me ee, pierc'd with an- 
* ; 

With hed a anguiſh of thy own creating, 

Nor wet thy harden'd eye Hold, let me think 

Iwrong thee ſure; ths canſt not be ſo baſe, 

As meanly in my miſery to triumph— _ 

What is it then ?—Why ſhould I ſearch for pain ?— 

Q 'tis as bad !—*Tis fickleneſs of nature, 

'Tis ſickly love extinguiſh'd by ambition'—— 


Is there, kind heaven? no conſtancy in man if 
Nd ſteadfaſt truth, no generous xt affection 


That can hear up againft a ſelfiſh 2458 ? 
No, there i is none Even Fancred is inconftant! 


Rigg. 
e —Wuate'er I ſee, 


walls, each object that . 


Alt whicher fly? | 

ris groves are work, t the oo N of eee 
ts nin WAS, an n, 

Will Es 1c 0 ſy 8 to . 

And all its ſhades will whiſper—fzithleſs Tancred!— 

My father comes. How, ſunk in this FORE | 

Shall I ſuſtain his 1 AIP) 


| 8 O E N ® U. 1 
L | Enter Siffredi. | | 


. 85 Bb 1 2 
e child ! þy ieve to $nd 45. thus 
2 rey to tears. now the powerful cauſe 


From which wy flow, and therefore can excuſe 
them, 


. But not their wilful obſtinate continuance. 

Come, rouſe thee then, call up thy drooping ſpirit. 

> Come,” awake to reaſon from this dream of . 
n 
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| Hence ! let me 
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nd ſhew the world thou art Siffied? s daughter. 
Sigi, Alas! I abi anworthy of that name. | 
S. Thou art indeed to blame; thou baft too 
raſhl 
Engag d thy heart without a father's ſanction. 
But this I can forgive. * The king has virtyes, © 
That plead thy full excuſe; nor was I void  , 
Of blame, to tiuſt thee to choſe 2 virtues. 
© Then dread not my reproaches. 7 he blames, 
Thy tender father pities more than blames thee. | 
Thou art my da fill; and, if py heart, 
Wil now es its pride, affert tſelf, | 
And greatly riſe ſuperior to this trial, 
I to my warmeſt confidence again 
Will take thee, and eſteem thee more m 2 
Sigi. O you are gentler far than I 
It is, it.ever was, my darling pride, 
To bend my foul to your fupreme commands, 
Your wiſeſt will; ol. tho”, by love — 
Alas ! and puniſh'd too I have n 
The niceft bourids of duty, yet I el 
A ſentiment of ten a ſource. 


2 any oh 1 beat, 


trout this paſſion 
And make the all i bmaiffion been 
27 ou, my Boso ford, the beſt" of Fathers. | 
| ome to m). arms, thou e 

Th, 4450 joy and hope of theſe "ir ook 

Come! let me take thee to a parent's heart; 
There with the kindly aid of my adyice, 
Even with the dew of theſe p da rears, 
Rivive and nouriſh this: — ſpiri 
Then thou doſt promiſe me, my Sigi und 
Thy father — 1 to. make it his requeſt— , 
Thou wilt re thy fond preſumptuous hopes, 
And Tara never more indulge one thought 
That in the light of love | the king ? 


Sigi/. gh I have none! Thoſe by M. * 
Are une all—But from my | foul to baniſh, | 
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daughter.  / 
elerve ! 4 1 


"While 
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ping me ory there retains her ſcat, - 
Thoughts, 8 the pureſt boſom might have che. 
11 , 
Once my deli ht, now even in anguiſh charmin 5 
Is * alas! my lord, than I can promiſe. 5 
Si,. Abſence and time, the ſoſtner of our 8, 
Will conquer this. Mean time, I hope from thee 
A generous great effort ; that thou wilt now _ 
Exert thy utmoſt force, nor languiſh thus 
Beneath the vain extravagance of love. 
Let not thy father blufh to hear it ſaid, 
His daughter was fo weak e er to admit 


A thought ſo void of reaſon, that a - "i 
Should to his rank, his honour and his g 
of a throne, _ 


The important 
1 Tas EF one 1 
A wild romantic paſſion, child - 
© Of y —__ dreamin 3 and vacant hours; 
heaven - appointed ſtation, 
, the care of all 
| W this iſle contains; 
more houk plooge tow into war and rin 


ble 1 — 7 T 4 ; 
ake thee cilia 
king himſell 


le, piteous 
Of ſome daft tx „and ruſh on ſure deſtruction? 
Canſt thon, my ade let che monſtrous 
thought 
poſſeſs ane moment thy perverted fancy ? 
Rouſe thee, IIA of virtue 
Lies fl ty foul, bid it blaze forth ; 
Nor fink 
This day th 
Sigi/. Ak that was not from Views! 
father, k 5 5 
That been his aim, yield to w you ſay; 
« 'Tis powerful truth, unanſwerable reaſon. 
0 T hen, * ſad but duteous n 


While weep 


The 
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e had ſubmitted as became your daughter; 
But in that moment, Gin 6 my humble hopes 
Were to my duty reconcil'd, to raiſe them 
To yet a fonder height than e'er they knew, | 
Then rudely daſh them down—There is the ng * 
* The blaſting view is ever preſent to me” 
1 did you drag me to a fight fo cruel ? 
Sif. It was a ſcene to fire thy emulation. 

Sigiſ. It was a ſcene of perfid 2 know, 
1 will do more than imitate the 
For he is falſe —I, tho' ſincerely p — | 
bx the beſt, trueſt paſſion, ever touch'd | 


. * S breaft, here vow to heaven and you, 
Tho om my heart I cannot, ' from my hopes 


To caſt this prince What v would you more, my 
father ? | 


Sy. Yes, one thing more—thy father then i is 


happy — 
* Tho? by r voice of innocence and virtue 
, Abſolv'd, we live not to ourſelves alone : 
* A rigorous world, with perempto a 
Subjects us all, and even the nobl 
This 1 from thee, my honour and own, 
Demands one ſtep; a ſtep, by which convinced 
The king may ſee thy heart diſdains to wear 
A chain which his has tly thrown aſide. 
Tis fitting too, thy 225 N x's pride commands . 
To ſhew the * approving world thou canſt reſign, 
© As well as he, nor with inferior ſpirit, | 
A paſſion fatal to the public weal.” . 
But, above all, thou mut root out for ever | 
From the king's breaſt the leaſt remain of hope, 
And henceforth make his mention'd love diſhonour. 
Theſe things, my hter, that muſt needs be done, 
y be done—— by the ſafe * 


I 


+ 


Can but this wa 
The ſacred ſhelter of a huſband's z arms. 
Ang there is one 
Sigsf. Good heavens ! what means my lord ? 
Sf. One of illuſtriqus family, high rank,” 
Yet ftill of higher dignity and merit, 


Who 
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Who can and will protect thee ; one to awe 
The king himſelf—Nay, hear me, Sigiſnunda 
The noble O/mond courts thee for his bride, 
And has my plighted word —— This day 
Sigiſmunda kneeling. My father! 
Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees 
O if you ever wiſh'd to ſee me happy; 
If e'er in infant years I gave you joy, 
When, as I pratling twin'd around your neck, 
You ſaatch'd me to your boſom, kiſs'd my eyes, 
And melting ſaid you ſaw my mother there; 
O ſave me Pom that worſt ſeverity pt 
Of fate! O outrage not my breaking heart 
To that degree -I cannot !—'tis impoſſible 
So foon withdraw it, give it to another— - 
Hear me, my deareit father! hear the voice 
Of nature and humanity, that plead 
As well as juſtice for me! Not to chuſe 
Without your wiſe direction may be duty; 
But ſtill my choice is free — That is a right, 
* Which even the loweſt ſlave can never loſe. 
And would you thus degrade me? make me baſe ? 
For ſuch it were, to give my worthleſs perſon , 
Without my heart, an injury to O/mond, .. 
* The. higheſt can be done'—Let me, my lord— 
Or I ſhall die, ſhall by the ſudden change 
Be to diſtraction ſhock'd—Let me wear out 
My. hapleſs days in ſolitude and filence, 
Far from the malice of a prying world! 
At leaſt—you cannot ſure refaſe me this 
Give me a little time—T will do all, 
All I can do, to pleaſe you !—* O your eyes 
* Sheds a kind beam. 
Sif. My daughter! you abuſe 
The ſoftneſs. of my nature— 
Sigi. Here, my father, wit 28 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever! 
Si,. Riſe, Sigi/munda.—Tho' you touch my heart, 
Nothing can ſhake th' inexorable diftates 
Of honour, duty, and determin'd reaſon. - "RE 
| n 
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O every way unhappy Sigi/munds : 


From the dire ſcene my father now 
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Then by the holy ties of filial love, 

Refolve, I charge thee, to receive earl Oſmond, 
As ſuits the man who is thy father's choice, 

And worthy of thy hand go to bring him 

S:igi/. Spare me, my deareſt father 

Sifreds, afide. I muſt ruſh 
From her ſoft „or nature will me! 
O grant us, eaven ! that fortitude of mind, 
Which liſtens to our duty, not our "pag — 
w e, my child! 

Sigz/. You cannot, O my father! 
You cannot leave me thus! _— 

Sif. Come hither, Laura. | 
Come to thy friend. Now ſhew thyſelf a friend. 
Combat her weakneſs ; diflipate her tears; 
Chetiſh, and reconcile her to her duty. 

| Ex. Siffredi. 


s O EN R 
| Enter Laura. 
Sigi/. O woe on woe ! diſtreſt 


HE 


by love and du! 


Laura. Forgive me, madam, if I blame your grief. 
How can you waſte your tears on one ſo falſe? 
Unworthy of your tenderneſs ? to whom 
Nought but contempt is due and — > 
Ligi/. You know not half the horrors of my fate 
I might perhaps have learn'd to ſcorn his falſehood ; 
Nay, when the firſt ſad burſt of tears was paſt, 
I — 2.9 have rous'd my pride and ſcorn'd himſelf — 
But *fis too much, this greateſt laſt misfortune—— 
O whither ſhall I fly ? Where hide me, we, 
8.1 
Laura. What thus alarms you, madam? 
Sigi/. Can it be? | 
Can I— ah no !-——at once give to another 


My violated heart? in one wild moment ? 


He brings earl O/mond to receive my vows ! 


© dreadful change ! for Pd haughty Oſmond! 


Laura. 
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Lands Now, on my foul, tis what an outrag'd 
. "heart. 
Like your's, ſhould wiſh—— ſhould, by heavens, 
eſteem it 
Moſt exquiſite revenge 
Sigi/. Revenge on whom ? 
On my own heart, already but too wretched ! 
IE On kim! this Taucred. ö who was baſely 
 - 2504 
For the dull form of deſpicable 8 J 
His faith, his love! — At once a flave and 
Sigi/. O rail at me, at my believing folly 
My vain ill-founded hopes, but fpare him, ase p 
Laura. Who rais'd 4 Weis dr ? who triumphs 
o'er that weaknefs? / 
Pardon the word—You A him; We 
Vetter than him, with Len pomp! 
You rais'd him by your ſmiles 5 1 was — 
Where is your woman pride? that guardian ſpirit 
Given us to daſh the perfidy of man? 
Ye powers! I cannot bear the thought with patience— 
* Yet recent from the moſt unſparing vews - 
* The tongue of love e er laviſtd; a; Fom e 
* So vainly, idly, cruelly deluded ;* 
Before the public thus, before your father, 
By an irrevocable ſolemn deed, 
With fach inhuman ſcorn, to throw you Gian him! 
9 his faithleſs hand yet warm from thine, 
With complicated meanneſs, to Conffantia cx 
And to compleat his crime, when thy weak linſbs 
Could ſcarce fi rt thee, then, of thee R 
TY 72 Her 0 4 | 
L That Was indeed; a fight 
love! to turn it into rage N 
contempt !— What means this ſtupid weak 
5 * add ak 
That han me? Hence unworthy tears! lh 
Diſgrace hang el no more!] No more, my heart, 
For one ſo coolly falſe or meanly fickle——- 
O it imports not which'—dare to ſuggeſt 


t! 


The - 


— — — 
a — _ — — 


— — — 7 * a 
K — — — 
4 
* 


Approve, and think it happy. 
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The leaſt excuſe - Ves, traitor, I will wring 

Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to nba! 

— wil not pine away my days 22 thee, N 

: Sighing to brooks an groves ; while, with vain 
1 

You Ms = al's arms lament my fate 

No! let me, periſh | ere I tamely be | 

That ſoft, that patient, gentle Sigi/munda, _ \ 

Who can conſole her with the wretched boaſt, 

* She was for thee unhappy !—— If I am, 


I will be nobly fo !'—— Sicilia's daughters 


Shall wondering ſee in me a great example 
Of one, who puniſh'd an ill-judging heart, 


Who made it bow to what it moſt abhorr'd ! 
| Cruſh'd it to miſery ! for having thus 


So lightly liften'd. to a worthleſs lover! 
Laura. At laſt it mounts! the kindling pride of 
virtue! We 
Truft me, thy marriage will embitter his— _ .- 
Sigi/. O may the furies light his nuptial torch ! - 
Be it accurs'd as mine! for the fair peace, * 
The tender joys of hymeneal love, N 
May jealouſy awak d, and fell remorſe, N 
Pour all their fierceſt venom thro his breaſt.— 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow * | 
Let me not think — By! injur'd love! I vow, - 
Thou ſhalt, baſe prince! — and inhuman ! 17 
Thou ſhalt behold me in another's arms ! * 
In his thou hateſt! O/zond's / WI 
Laura. That will grind 
His heart with ſecret rage! Aye, that will s 


His ſoul to madneſs! © ſet him up a terror, 


A ſpectacle of woe to faithleſs lovers! 

Your cooler thought, beſides, will of the 

Noble (ones: - 

From the ſame ſtock with him derives his birth, 

«* Firſt of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave, 

* Of ſtric eſt honour, and by all rever' d'!— _ - 
Sigi/. T. Ic not of O/mond, but peridious T ancred / 

Rail at him, rail! invent new names of ſcorn | 


Aſſiſt 


. 
| 
N 
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Aſſiſt me, Laura; lend my rage freſh fewel; 
Support my ſtaggering purpoſe, which already 
Begins to fail me — Ah, my vaunts how vain ! 
How have I ly'd to my own heart !=—Alas! 
My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me! 
Ten thouſand crouding images diſtract 


My tortur'd thought And is it come to this? 


Our hopes? our vows? our oft repeated wiſhes, 

© Breath'd from the fervent ſoul, and full of heaven, 

To make each other happy—come to this!?! 
Laura. If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 

Thy reſolution fix'd, yet, Sigi/munda, 


O think, how deeply, how beyond retreat, 


'Thy father is engag'd. 

Sigi, Ah wretched weakneſs ! 
That thus enthrals my ſoul, that chaſes thence 
©, Each nobler thought, the ſenſe of every duty! 
And have then no tears for thee, my father: 


Can l] forget thy cares, from helpleſs years, 


Thy tenderneſs for me? © an eye ſtill beam'd, 
With love? a brow that never knew a frown ? 
Nor a harſh word thy tongue? Shall I for theſe 


- Repay thy ſtooping venerable age, 


With ſhame, diſquiet, anguiſh and diſhonour ? 
It muſt not be Thou firſt of angels! come, 


Sweet filial piety ! and firm my breaſt ! 


Yes, let one daughter to her fate ſubmit, 

Be nobly wretched—but her father happy !—— 
Laura! they come !—O heavens! I cannot ſtand 
The horrid trial !—Open, open, earth ! 


And hide me from their view! 


Laura. Madam 
S CEN E TV. 
euer Siffredi and Oſmond. 
Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand, 
And whom to call my ſon I ſhall be proud; 


Nor ſhall T leſs be pleas'd in his alliance, 
C To 
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© To ſee thee happy.“ 

O/m. Think not, I preſume, 
Madam, on this your father's kind conſent, 
To make me bleſt. I love you from a heart, 
That ſeeks your good ſuperior to my own-; 
And will, by every art of tender friendſhip, — 
Conſult your deareſt welfare. May I hope, 
Yours does not diſavow your father's choice? 

Sigi/. I am a daughter, ſir and have no power 
O'er my own heart—I die—Support me, Laura. 


Faints. | 
S. Help — Bear her off — She breathes — * | 
daughter |— 
Sigi/. Oh !— 


Forgive my weaknefs—ſoft—my Laura, lead me— | 
To my apartment. | 

[ Exeunt Sigil. and Lo | 
S. Pardon me, my lord, 
If by this ſudden accident alarm'd. | ee) 
I Wa you for a moment. =  »  [ Exit, Sif. 


a 


3 A RN N. . 
Oſmond alone. 


Let me think 
What can this mean? Is it to me averſion? 
Or is it, as I fear'd, ſhe loves another ? 


Ha!—yes—perhaps the king, the young « count Tan- 


ered / 
They were bred wp together Surely that, 
That cannot be—Has he not given his hand, 


In the moſt ſolemn manner, to Conftantia? 

Does not his crown depend npon the deed ? 

No- if they loy'd, and this old ſtateſman knew it, 
He could not to a king prefer a ſubject. 
His virtues I efteem—nay more, I truſt them 

* -So far as virtue goes—but could he place + 

* His daughter on the throne of Sicily —— "= 
O ꝛ'tis a glorious bribe, too much for man! Fa 
What is it then : —I care not what it be. 


+ 
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* My honour now, my dignity demands, 
That my propos'd alliance, by her father, 
* And even herfelf accepted, be not ſcorn'd. 
© I love her too I never knew till now . 
* To what a pitch I lov'd her. O ſhe ſhot 
Ten thouſand charms into my inmoſt ſoul ! 
She look'd ſo mild, fo 8 gentle, 
She bow'd her head, the glow'd As ſuch confuſion, 
Such lovelineſs of modeſty She is, 
In gracious mind, in manners, and in perſon, 
The perfect model of all female beauty! 
She muſt be mine —She is !—If yet her heart 
Conſents not to my happineſs, her duty, 
Join'd to my tender cares, will gain ſo much 
Upon her generous nature—That will follow. 
The man of ſenſe, who acts a prudent part, 
Not flattering icals „but forms himfel the heart. 
[Exit Oſmond. 


. 
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ACT 1Iv.. SCENE I. 


The garden belonging to Siffredi's houſe. 
Sigiſmunda, Laura. 0 


Na avith a lerer in her band. 


» 18 done!—I am aflave!—The fatal vow 
Has paſs'd my lips Pre in thoſe 
ſad moments 

The tomhs around, the ſaints, the darken'd altar; 

And all the trembling ſhrines with horror — 

But here is ſtill ne matter of diſtreſs. 

O Tancred ceaſe to perſecute me more 2 

O grudge me not ſome calmer ſtate of woe! 

Some quiet gloom to ſhade my hopeleſs . 

Where I may never hear of ve and thee! 

Has Laura too conſpir'd mm my peace ? 


Why 


= TANCRED AND 


Why did you take this letter? - bear it back — 
[ Giving her the letter. 


I will not court new pain. 

Laura. Madam, Rodolpho 
Urg'd me fo much, nay, even with tears conjur' d me, 
But this once more to ſerve th' unhappy king— 
F — ſuch he ſaid he was that tho* enrag' d, 
I — not to my brother's fervent prayers 
Refuſe this office—Read it—His excuſes 
"= only more expoſe his falſchood. 


Sigi/. No. 


It ſalts not O/mond's wife to ond; one line 
From that contagious hand—ſhe knows too well! 


Laura. He paints him out diſtreſs'd beyond ex- 


Even on the point of madneſs. © Wild as winds, - 
And fighting ſeas, he raves. His 7 45 mix, 
With ceaſeleſs rage, all in each giddy moment.“ 
He dies to ſee you and to clear his faith. 
Sigi/. Save me from that! — That would be worſe 
than all! | 
Laura. I but report my brother's words; who then 
Began to talk of ſome dark impoſition, 
That had deceiv*d us all: when, interrupted, 
We heard your father and earl Oſmond near, 
As ſummon'd to Conffantia's court they went. 
Sigi/. Hal impoſition ?—Well !—IfIam doom'd 
To be, o'er all my ſex, the wretch of love, 
In vain I would refit—Give me the letter 
To know the worſt is ſome relief- Alas ! 
It was not thus, with ſuch dire palpitations, 


That, Tancred, ' once I us'd to read thy letters. 


[ Attempting to read the letter; but it to Laura. 
Ah, fond remembrance blinds me Read i it, Sound. 
Laura reads. 
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not falſbood you beheld, but an exceſs of love. Rather 
than endanger that, I for a while gave up my honour. 
Every moment till I ſee you flabs me with ſeverer pangs 
than real guilt itſelf can feel. Let me then conjure you 
to meet me in the garden, towards the cloſe of the day, 
"when I will explain this myſtery. We hade been moſt 
inbumanly abuſed ; and a Ghote ence oy 
paper which I gave you, from the warmeſt ſincerity of 
love, to afſure to you the heart and hand of 
Tancred. 
Sigi. . 3 Laura, n+ the dreadful ſecret 
prung 
That rah that ! it ſuggeſts. 
A thonknd hana ts—I to my father 
Gave it; and he perhaps dare — 
A look that way — if yet indeed you love me, 
88 kind T ancred, with the truth! 


tying keep me ignorant for ever ! 
Wha age ar is mine? 


Reduc'd to 8 — 1 8 falſe ! 

Why was I hurry'd to a ? 

6 . — woe —1 — — ſure, 

ſhort hours No duty that forbade— 

. 3 love that juſtice; till this day 

6 Thy love ah inime.of al eſs! | 

A beam from heaven that glow'd with every virtue 

And have I thrown this prize of life away ? 

The piteous wreck of one diſtracted — ? 

Ah the cold prudence of remorſeleſs —— 1 

Ah traĩtors to 1 

Ah curs' d, ah blind revenge !—On ev'ry hand 

I was betray'd—You, Lazra, too, betray'd me! 
© Laura. Who, who, but he, whate er he writes, 

© betray d you? 

0 on falſe or — Ft once, | 

I will with you ſuppoſe, agreement 

To the —3 s will was forg' d Tho' forg'd by 

* whom? 
« Your father ſcorns the erime—Yet what avails it ? 
This, if it clears the truth, condemns his ſparit. 
C.3 A youth- 
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Behold he comes—the kin 
— Sigi/. Heavens ! how 
No will ſtay— This one laſt meeting Leave me. 


ou 
My life! mn Sigifmande ! 


Sigif Riſe, 7 lord. 


A youthful king, by love and honour fir d, 
Patient to ſit on his inſulted throne, 
And let an eutrage, of fo high a nature, 


Unpuniſh'd paſs, uncheck'd, uncontradicted — þ | 
O 'tis a meanneſs equal even to falſhood l 
Sigi. Laura, no more — We have already judg'd ; 


Tool largely without knowledge. Oft, what ſeems 
A triflle, a mere nothing, by itſelf, 

In ſome nice fituations, turns the ſcale _ 

Of fate, and rules the moſt important actions. 
Yes, I begin to feel a fad preſage: | 
I am undone, from that eternal ſource 

Of human woes The judgment of the paſſions. 
But what have I to do with theſe excuſes ? 
O ceaſe my treacherous heart to give them room 

It ſuits nat thee to plead a lover's cauſe; F 
Even to lament my fate 1s now diſhonour. # 
Nought now remains, but with relentleſs purpoſe, 
To ſhun all interviews, all clearing up 

Of this dark ſcene; to wrap myſelf in gloom, 

In ſolitude and ſhades ; there to devour 
The filent forrows ever ſwelling here; 

And ſince I muſt be wretched—for I muſt 
To claim the mighty miſery myſelf, 

Engioſs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs father. 
Hence, let me fly the hour approaches. 
Laura. Madam, 


ebe: 
L. Laura. 
S. EN E U. 
Enter Tancred. 


Tanc. And are theſe long ng: hour of torture 
7 


[Throwing luer at for feet. 
To 
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To ſee my ſovereign thus no more becomes me. | 
Faxc. O let me kiſs the ground on which you tread ! 
Let me exhale my foul in ſofteſt tranſport ! 
Since I again behold my Sigrſmunda / [Rifinge 
Unkind! how couldſt thou ever deem me falfe ? 
How thus diſhonour love?—* O I could much 
Embitter my complaint?—How low were then 
Thy thoughts of me? How didſt thou then affront . 
The human heart itſelf?“ After the vows, 
The fervent truth, the tender proteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy breaſt, 
Whate'er the appearance was, admit ſuſpicion ? 
Sigiſ. How when I heard myſelf your full conſent 
To the late king's ſo juſt and prudent will? 
Heard it before you read, in — ſenate ? 
When I beheld you give your royal hand, 
To her, whoſe birth and dignity, of right, 
Demands that high alliance? Yes, my lord, 
You have done well. The man, whom heaven ap- 
To govern others, ſhould himſelf £rſt learn 
To bend his to the ſway of reaſon. 
In all you have done well; but when you bid 
My humbled hopes look up to you again, 
And ſooth'd with wanton cruelty my weakneſs — 
That too was well—my vanity deſerv d 
The ſharp rebuke, whoſe fond extravagance 
Could ever dream to balance your repoſe, 
* Your glory and the welfare of a people.“ 
Tac. Chide on, chide on. Thy ſoft reproaches 
now | 
Inſtead of wounding, only ſooth my fondneſs. 
No, no, thou charming conſort of my foul ! 
I never lov'd thee with ſuch faithful ardor, 
As in that cruel miſerable moment | 
You thought me falſe ; when even my honour ſtoop'd 
To wear for thee a baffled face of baſeneſs. 
It was thy barbarous father, Sigiſnunda, 
Who caught me in the toil. He turn'd that paper 
Meant for th' aſſuring bond of nuptial love, 
| C 4 To 
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To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote 
That forg'd conſent, you heard, beneath my name, 
* Nay dar'd before my outrag'd throne to read it! 
Had he not been thy father—Ha! my love! 
You tremble, you grow. pale. | 
$:gi/. Oh leave me, :Tancred / "Is 
Tanc. No!—Leave thee ?—Never! never! till 
you ſet . 
My heart at pea&, till theſe dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine! Without thee I renounce 
Myſelf, my friends, the world Here on this hand 
Sigi/. My lord, forget that hand, which never now 
Can be to thane united | 
Tan. Sige/munda / 3 | 
What doſt thou mean? Thy words, thy look, thy 
manner, | 
Seem to conceal ſome horrid ſecret - heavens 
No That was wild—DiſtraQion fires the thought. 
Sigi. Enquire no more I never can be thine. | 
Tanc. What, who ſhall interpoſe? who dates at- 


To brave fury of an Inns king ? 
Who, ere he ſees thee raviſh d from his hopes, 
Will wrap all blazing Sicily in flames ?: 
Sigi/. In vain your power, my lord — This fatal 
error, | e en, 
oin'd to my father's unrelenting will, 
as plac'd an everlaſting bar betwixt us 
I am—earl © Wife. 5 
Tanc, Earl O/mend's wife N 
[After a long pauſe, during which they look 
at one another with the higheſt agitation . 
and moſt tender diftreſe. Os 
Heavens! did I hear thee right? what! marry'd! 
marry*d ! , > 
Loſt to thy Githfal Taxcred ! loſt for ever 
Could thou then doom me to ſuch matchleſs woe, 
Without ſo much as hearing me ?—Difſtraftion !— 
Alas! what haſt thou done? Ah, Sigiſnunda /— 
Thy raſh credulity has done a deed, 3 
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Which of two happieſt lovers that ere felt 

The bliſsful power, hasmade two finiſh'd wretches ! 
But—Madneſs!—Sure, thou know ſt it cannot be! 
This hand is mine! a thouſand thouſand vows —— 


SCENE m. 
Emer Oſmond. 
O/mond _—_— her Nr the king. 
Madam, gp) hand, by the molt ſolemn rites, 


A little hour ago, was given to me, 
And did not ſovereign honour now command me, 
Never but with my life to quit my claim, 
I would renounce ii thus! 
Tac. Ha! who art thou! 
P um man ? 
. [afide.] Where is my father? TRAN! 
- Goes cut; 
O/m. One thou 6 es view 
me — one! 
Wbo can and will maintain his rights and honour, 
Againſt a faithleſs prince, an king, | 
Whoſe firſt baſe Jeed i 1s what a harden'd tyrant 
Would bluſh to 
Tanc. Inſolent ond ! know, 
This u ** king will hurl confuſion on thee, 
And all who ſhall invade his ſacred rights, 
Prior to thine—Thine founded on com 
On infamous deceit ; © while his 
From mutual love and free long- plighted faith. 
* She1s, and ſhall be mine 9—1 1 annul, 
By the high power with which the laws eil me, 
Thoſe guilty forms in which you have entrap'd, 
Baſely entrap'd, to thy deteſted nuptials, 
My queen betroth'd; who has my heart, my hand, 
And ſhall partake my — haughty lord, 


If this. thou diĩdſt not know, then know it now x 
And know beſides, as I have told thee this, 
Shouldſt thou but think to Fe 

Than treaſon _— 


thy treaſon further— 


my love!'— 
on againſt my Thy 
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Thy life ſhall anſwer for it! 
On. Ha! my life bac 

It moves my ſcorn to hear thy empty threats. 

When was it that a Norman baron's life 

Became ſo vile, as on the frown of kings 

To hang Of that, my lord, the law:mult judge; 

Or if the law be weak, my guardian ſword 
Tanc. Dare not to touch it, traitor ! leſt my rage 


Break looſe, and do a deed that miſbecomes me. 


8 ©. Þ..:8;'S: Iv. 
Enter Siffredi. 
Siffredi entering. 

My gracious lord! what is it I behold? 
My ſovereign in contention with his ſubjects? 
Surely this l deſerves from royal T ancred 
A little more regard than to be made 
A ſcene of trouble and unſeemly jars. 
© It grieves my ſoul, it baffles every hope, 
© It makes me fick of life, to ſee thy glory _ _ 
Thus * the bud Heavens can your high- 

neſs | 3 
From your exalted character deſcend, 
© The dignity of virtue; and, inſtead 
Of being the protector of our rights, 
* The holy guardian of domeſtic bliſs,” 
— Unkindly to diſturb the ſweet repoſe, 
The ſacred peace of families, for which 
Alone the ges-born race of man to laws 
And government ſubmitted? 

Tanc. My lord Siffredi, | 
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my ftation © 
Are not to me unknown— But thou, old man, 
Doſt thou not bluſh to talk of rights invaded ? 
And of our beſt our deareſt bliſs diſturb'd? 
Thou! who with more than barbarous penidy 
Haſt trampl'd all allegiance, juſtice, truth, 
Humanity itſelf, beneath thy feet? 5 
Thou know ſt thou haſt—1I could, to thy = N 

| 5 ” eturn 


With their own ſwords their ſeats, and ſtill poſſeſs 


— 
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Return thy hard reproaches; but I ſpare thee 
Before this lord, for whoſe ill- ſorted friendſhip 
Thou haſt moſt baſely ſacrific'd thy daughter. 
Farewel, my lord!—Por thee, lord conſtable, , 
Who doſt 12 to lift thy ſurly eye | 
To, my ſoft love, my gentle Sigi/munda, | 
I once again command thee, on thy life—— ——  }. 
Yes—chew thy rage—but mark me—on thy life, 
No further urge thy arrogant pretenſions 

[ Exit. Tancred. 


0 a3: ::-5 
Siffredi, Oſmond. 


O/m. Ha! arrogant pretenſions l heaven and earth!, 
What! arrogant pretenſions to my wife? 
My wedded wife ! berry and we? In a land 


Of civil rule, of liberty PEW — — 
Not on my life purſue them ?—Giddy prince 
My life diſdains thy nod. It is the gift 


* 
Of 2 heaven, who gave me too an arm, 


O 

A ſpirit to defend it againſt tyrants. | 
The Norman race, the ſons of mighty Rollo, 
Who ruſhing in a tempeſt from the north, 
Great nurſe of generous freemen ! bravely won 


them 
By the ſame noble tenure, are not us'd 
To hear ſuch language —If I now deſiſt, 
Then brand me for a coward ! deem me villain ! 
A traitor to the public! By this conduct 
© Deceiv'd, betray d, inſulted, tyranniz d.“ 
Mine is a common cauſe. My arm ſhall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian, 
Of ſocial life, and of mankind in general,” 
Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 
I ſhall find means to ſhake thy tottering throne, 
Which this illegal, this perfidious uſage 


© Forfeits at once, and cruſh thee in the ruins !— 


Conſtantia is my queen ! 
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Si. Lord conſtable, 
Let us be ſtedfaſt in the right; but let us 
Act with cool prudence, and with manly temper, 
As well as manly firmneſs. True, I own, 
_ © THY indignities you ſuffer are ſo high, 
* As might even juſtify what now you threaten. 
But if, my lord, we can prevent the woes, 
© 'The cruel horrors of inteſtine war, 
Vet hold untouch'd our liberties and laws; , - 
O let us, raig'd above the turbid ſphere 
Of little ſelfiſh ons, nobly 2 it, 
Nor to our hot intemperate pri ur out 
: A dire 23 of Sicthan blood oy 
« *Tis godlike magnanimity, to 1 
* When moſt . 1" Ge ea m and clear, 
And execute her will, from a ftrong ſenſe | 
Of what is right, without the vulgar aid 
Of heat and paſſion, which, tho* honeſt, bear us 
Often too far. Remember that my houſe 
Protects my daughter ſtill ; and ere I ſaw her 
Thus raviſh'd from us by the arm of power, 
This hand ſhould act the Roman father's part. 
Fear not; be temperate ; all will yet be well. 
I know the king. At firſt his paſſions burſt 
© Quick as the Petrning's flaſh ; but in his breaſt 
Honour and juſtice dwell'—Truf me, to reaſon 
He will return. So 

'O/m. He will !—By heavens, he ſhall !— 
You know the king—I wiſh, my lord Siffredi, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew— 
And would you have me wait, with duteous patience 
Till he return to reafon ? Ye juſt powers! 
When he has planted on our necks his foot, 
And trod us into flaves; when his vain pride 
Is cloy'd with our ſubmiſſion; if, at laſt, 
He finds his arm too weak to ſhake the frame 
Of wide-eftabliſh'd order out of joint, 
And overturn all juſtice ; then, perchance, 
He, in a fit of fickly kind repentance, 
May make a merit to return to reaſon.” 


c No, 
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No, no, my lord! — There is a nobler way, 
To teach the blind oppreſſive Fury reaſon: 
Oft has the luſtre of avenging ſteel 
Unſeal' d her ſtupid eyes The ſword is reaſon ! 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Rodolpho, with guards. 


Rodol. My lord high-conſtable of 2 
In en name, and by his ſpecial 
K ů˙ů OR, 
. What king? I know no king of Sicily 
Val he be the huſband of Conflantia. 
c 
To bear you to the caſtle of Palermo. 
Sif. Lot dn hineomene renin amadacb ef. 
Submit, my lord—No caſtle long can hold 
Our wrongs—This, more than friendſhip or alhance, 
Confirms me thine ; 9 
By the ſtrong tie of common injury, 
Which nothing can diſſolve I grieve, Rodolpbo, 
ent in ſuch unhappy ſort, 
egin 
O/m. The | the afarpadion call it! 
Yap > pea eg but ſoon 
Muſt ſpend his idle terrors—Sir, lead on 
Farewel, my lord—— More than my life and fortune, 
Remember well, is in your hands——my honour ! 
Sif. Our honour is the ſame. My ſon, farewell 
We ſhall not long be parted. On theſe cyea 
Steep ſhall not ſhed his balm, till I behold thee 
Reftor'd to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 
Even noble courage is not void of blame, 
* Till nobler „ — 
* 


ACT 


59 


TANCRED AND 


— — — — | — — 
— wv —" "— m \ —_ A 6 
* 


* * 


AcT v. SCENE I. 
Siffredi, alone. | 


6 5 HY proſpect low'rs around. I found the king, 
Tho' calm'd a little, with ſubſiding tempeſt, 
As ſuits his generous nature, yet in love 
Abated nought, moſt ardent in his purpoſe; 
Inexorably fix d, whate er the riſque, 
To claim my daughter, and diſſolve this marriage 
I have embark' d, upon a perilous ſea, | 
A mighty treaſure. * Here the rapid youth, _ 
* Th' impetuous' paſſions of a 3 g 
* Check my bold courſe; and there, jealous pride, 
© Th' impatient honour of a ha hty lord 
© Of the firſt rank, in intereſt and dependants 
* Near equal to the king, — retreat. 
* My honour too, the ſame un d conviction, 
That theſe my meaſures were, fill remain 
£ Of abſolute neceſſity, to ſave 
© The land from civil fury, urge me on. 
* But how proceed -I only faſter ruſh -. 
* Upon the deſperate evils I would ſhun. 
Whate er the motive be, deceit, I fear, 
And harſh unnatural force are not the means 
Of public welfare or of private bliſs·—— a 
Bear witneſs, Heaven! thou mind: inſpecting eye! 
My breaft is pure. I have prefer'd my duty, 
The and ſafety of my fellow-{ubjeQs, 
To all thoſe views that fire the ſelfiſh race 
Of men, and mix them in eternal broils. 
- Enter an officer belonging to Siffredi. 
Officer. My lord, a man of — port, his face 
Wrap'd in diſguiſe, is earneſt for admiſſion. 
100 Go, bid him enter [ Officer goes out. 
p'd in diſguiſe! : | 
And at this late unſeaſonable hour 


When 
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© When o'er the world tremendous midnight reigns, 


By the dire gloom of raging * doubled” 
66 I bo can it bes 


F Ei 
Enter Oſmond diſcovering himſelf. 


Sif. What! ha! earl O/mond, you een, 
| once more, 

To this glad roof!—But why in this diſguiſe ? | 
Would I could hope the king exceeds his promiſe” | 
I have his faith, ſoon as to-morrow's ſun 
Shall gild Sicilia s cliffs, you ſhall be 1 
Has ſome angel 11 his heart to ves? 

'O/m. It is not by the favour of count Ys 
That I am here. As much I ſcorn his EE 
As I defy his tyranny and threats ———— __ 
Our 1 Goffrede, who command the caſfle, 
On my le, ere dawn, to render back 
My perſon, has permitted me this freedom. 
Know Lag ; the faithleis outrage of to-day, 
By him committed whom you call the king, _ 
Has rouz'd Con/tantia's court. Our friends, the 
friends 

Of virtue, juſtice, and of public faith, 
Ripe for revolt, are in high ferment all. 
This, this, they fay, exceeds whate er deform'd 
The miſcrabledays we ſaw beneaag 
« VVilliam the Bad. This ſaps the ſolid baſe, 
At once, of government and private life; 
„This Nach eee on the faith, 
The majeſty of ſenates, this lewd inſult, 
This violation of the rights of men. 

* Added to theſe, his, ignomunious treatment 
Of her th' illuſtrious offspring of our kings, 
© Sicilia's hope, and now our royal miſtreſs. 

© You know, my lord, how 2 theſe infringe 
The late king's will; which orders, if count 


© Tancred 


* Make not Conſtantia partner of his throne, 


« That 


May his unnatural bl 
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That he be quite excluded the ſucceſſion, | 
And ſhe to king of the Romans, 
7 The potent emperor Barbaroſſa's fon, 

* Who ſeeks with earneſt inſtance her alliance.“ 
I thence of yon, as ian of the laws, 


As of this Will to you intruſted, 
2 * demand, your inſtant aid, 


To fee it put in vigorous execution. 
S. Vie. —. doubt, my lord, of my con- 
currence. 
Who more than I have labour 'd this great point? 
Tis my own plan. And, if I * 
I ſhould be july branded with the 
Of raſh advice. or deſpicable weakneſs. 
But let us not itate the matter. 
Con ſtamtia s friends are numerous and ftrong ; 
Yet Tancred's, truſt me, are of equal force. 
E'er ſince the ſecret of his birth was known, 
The people all are in a tumult hurP'd 
Of boundleſs joy, to hear there lives a prince 
Of mighty Gwiſcard's line. Numbers, beſides, 
Of powerful barons, who at heart had pin'd, 
© To ſee the reign of their renown'd forefathers, 
Won by immortal deeds of matchleſs valour, 
* Paſs from the gallant Normans to the Szevi, 
Will with a kind of rage, eſpouſe his cauſe— 
_ © *Tis fo, my lord—hbe not by paſſion blinded, 
1 ſurely ſo'—then if our pratfhg virtue 
Dwells not in words alone—©O let us join, 
My generous O/mend, to avert theſe woes, 
And yet ſuſtain our tottering Norman kin 
O/m. But how, Siffredi ? how ?—If by ſoft means 
We can maintain our horn and fave our country, 
firſt ſtain the fword, 
Who with unpitying fury firſt ſhall draw it! 
Si. Ihave be en g al orious work be thine. 
But it requires an awful flight of virtue, 
Above the paſſions of the Fig breaſt, 
And thence from thee J hope it, 1 Ofmond' —— 
Suppoſe my — to her God devoted, 8 
ere 


* 


© O/m. Ere then, 


s GISMUN DA. 
ac'd within ſome convent's ſacred 


Were 
Benea 


the dread prom of the altar— 


ſhave 
6 wy holy ſcalp,” turn whining monk my 
And pray inceſſant for the — ty ſafety !— 
What! How! becauſe an inſolent invader, 
A ſacrilegious t, © in contempt 
Of all thoſe nobleſt rights, which to maintain 
Is man's peculiar pride,“ demands my wifez 


If. 


That TI ſhall thus betray a common cauſe 


© Of human kind? 

** What all T' tamely yield her u 
Even in the manner you 
I were ſupremely vile! | ſham'd! 
The ſcorn of manhood! and abhor'd of honour! 


then 


Sif. There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child 


Of reaſon, of humanity and mercy, 
Superior far to this punctilious demon, 
That ſingly minds itſelf, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world ! 


O/m. My lord, my lord |—I brook. 3 
n. My my 2 your 


pru 
It holds a pulſe unequal to bload——- 
Unblem:/d honour 2s the wy * of 2 
The vi ſoul! and he who 
Will leave the other dull and li . 
Sif. No more You are too warm. 
O/m. You are too cool. 
Sif. Too cool, my lord ? I were indeed too cool; 
Not to reſent this lan and to tell thee 
I wiſh earl O/mond were as cool as I 
To his own ſelfiſh blik—ay, and as warm 
'To that of others—But this ho 
My dau is wife—T er to thee, 
And __— = force A pete her thine. 
But think not I will catch thy headlong 
Whirl'd in a blaze of — or the 
ons till the laſt extremity me, - 
ue the dire means of war The king to-morrow 
Will Et you free; and, if by gentle means 


-. 


* 
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He does not yield my daughter to your arms, 
And wed Conffantia, as the will requires, | 
expect me on the fide of juſtice—— }. 

Let that ſuffice. | 

O/m. It does---Forgive my heat. 
My rankled. mind, by injuries inflam'd, 
May be too prompt to take and give offence. 

Si Tis paſs'd—Your wrongs, I own, may 

well tranſport - 

The wiſeſt mind—But henceforth, noble O/mond, 
Do me mere juſtice, honour more my truth, 
Nor mark me with an eye of ſquint fuſpicion—— | 
©* Theſe jars apart—You may repoſe your ſoul 
On — firm faith and unremittin N 
Of that I ſare have given — — | 
0 And the next ſan we ſee ſhall prove 1t 7 ARG 
Return, my ſon, and from your friend Gefredo 
Releaſe your word. There try, by ſoft re * 
To calm your breuſt. 
O/m. Bid the vext ocean deep, 


Swept by che pinions of the raging north—— 


But your frail age, by care and toil exhauſted, 


Demands the balm of all repairing reſt. 
Sif. Soon as to-morrow 's dawn ſhall ſtreak the ſkies, 


I, with my friends in ſolemn ſtate aſſembled, 


Will to the palace, and demand your freedom. 

Then by calm reaſon, or by higher means, 

The king ſhall quit his clamy, and in the face 

Of Sicily, my . ſhall be youre. W 

Farewel. _ ow RR 
N. Mð lord, good night. 


HS: c E N E . f 
. Oſmond alone. [After a long pauſe... 


1 eln — 2 — 
Ves—I have mighty matter of ſuſpicion. 
9 fee it lurking in his breaſt, 
He has a fooliſh fondneſs for this king 
My rnb is not ſafe; while here my wife 


N BER | Remains 
*- = 
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Remains Who knows but he this very night 
May bear her to ſome convent as he mention d— 
The oF, too—tho* I ſmother'd up my rage, 
I mark'd it well—will ſet me free to-morrow.. 
Why not to-night ?---He has ſome dark deſign— 
By heavens! he has—I am abus'd moſt grofly ; 
Made the vile tool of this old ftateſman's ſchemes ; 
* Mzrry'd to one Ay, and he knew it—one 
Who loves young ancred / Hence her ſwooning, 
tears, 

And all her ſoft diſtreſs, when ſhe diſgrac'd me 
* By baſely giving her perfidious hand 
Without her — ell and perdition ! this, . 
* This is the perfidy — This is the fell, 1 2 
* The keen, Leer hore] exquiſite diforace ! 


* 


3 Whick' to a ef Rokobr even exceeds 


© The falſhood of the perſon But [ now 
Will rouze me from the poor tame lethargy, - 

© By my believing fondneſs caſt upon me.” 

I will not wait his crawling timid motions, | 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to-morrow 
Has promis'd <6 purſue.” No! ere his eyes 
Shall open on to-morrow's orient beam, 

I will convince him that earl mark pen 


Was form'd to be his dupe 1 know full well 


* Th important weight and danger of the deed: ' 
But to a man, whom r dangers preſs, 

Driven to the brink-of infamy and horror, | 

* Raſhneſs itſelf, and utter deſperation, * 4 
Are the beſt adence'—T will bear her off 

This night, an «4 lodge her in a place of — 
I have a truſty band that waits not far. 


Hence! let me loſe no time One rapid moment 
Should ardent form, at once, and execute 


A bold deſign— Tis fx? d *Tis done !—Yes, then, 
© When I haye ſciz'd the prize of love and honour, 
© And with a friend ſecur d her; to the caſtle 


I will repair, and claim Goffrede' s promiſe 


« With 


* To "_ with all his garrifon—my friends 


P 
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Wich brave impatience wait.” The mine is laid, 
And only wants s my kindling touch to Prins, 
[Exit. 
SCENE. IV. 
Sigiſraunds's n 


| Sigiſnunda, Laura. 
Lakes, Heavens! tis a fearful night! 


Sigi/. Ah! the black 
Of Lied tempeſt, or or thy ' affuring ſmiles 


Of radiant morn are equal all to me. 
Nought nom has charms or terrors to my breaſt, 
The ſeat of ſtupid woe Leave me, my Laura. 
Kind reſt, perhaps, may huſh my woes a little— 
Oh for that quiet ſleep that knows no morning! 
| Louiſa. Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 
Indulge my fondneſy—Let me watch a while 


By your ſad bed, till theſe dread hours shall paſs. 


Thunder again. 
Sigi. Alas! what is the coil of 
This idle of the ſky, 
as what I feel within ! e 
Of pitying heaven would t their 
God aioke, my deareft Laura! 
Laura. Oh I know not 


[Thander. 


— 


What this . Nis with pain, 
With tears perſuade myſelf to leave you 
Well chen—Good night, ary dearel a K 


Laura. 
8 C E N E 12 
Sigifmunda aber. 
And am I then alone he moſt undone, 
Moſt wretched being now beneath the cope 


Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world |— 
E I feel 2 
ver- 
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A ſhivering horror run thro? all my e 
O I am nought but tumult, fears f weakneſs | 
And yet how idle fear when hope is gone, 
Gone, gone for ever !—O thou gentle ſcene 

Looks ing toward: her bed. 
Of ſweet 


, Where by th* oblivious draught 
Of each ſad toilſome day, to peace reſtor d 


Unhappy mortals loſe their woes a while, 

Thou haſt no peace for me What ſhall I do? 

How paſs this dreadful night, ſo big with terror? 

_ Here, with the midnight * here will I fit, 

[ Sitting d. 

A prey to dire deſ air, and cealclefs weep 

The hours away—Bleſs me! I heard a nk N 
Starting ** 

No—T miſtook—Nothing but PR, he ” 


And awful midnight round—Again ! heavens } 
My lord the king? 


CEE NS. 
Enter Tancred. 
Tanc. Be not alarm'd, my love! 


Sigi. My royal lord! why at this midnight hour, 
How came you hither ? 

Tanc. By that ſecret way _ 5 
My love contriv'd, when we, in happier days, 
Us'd to devote theſe ours. ſo much 1n Send. 
To vows of love and everlaſti 

Sigiſ. Why will you n to add new tings . 
To her diſtreſs, who never can be thine? .. 
O fly me! fly! You know . 

anc. I know too much. 
O how I could reproach thee, e 
Pour out my injur'd ſoul in juſt complaints 
But now the time its not, theſe ſwift moments 
I told thee how thy father's artiice _ 
Forc'd me to ſeem perfidious in thine eyes. 
Ah, fatal blindneſs! not to have obſerv'd 
© The mingled pangs of rage and love that Wewer ; 
2 
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* When, by my cruel public ſituation . FN 
* CompelPd, I only feign'd conſent, to gain 4 
18 little time, an wy more ſecure thee mine.” 
E' er fince—A dreadful interval of care 
My. thoughts have been employ d, not without hope, 
How to defeat Si fredi's barbarous purpale ; Wa 
But thy credulity has ruin'd all, 
Thy raſh, thy wild—I *. not what to name 1.— 
Oh! it has proy'd the 99 3 1 
To be delufion all, an 7 the 28 | 

Seil Ab, generous Tancred ah thy truth de- 

ys. X 

Yes, yes, *tis "Nis I alone am falſe! - 
My haſty rage, join'd to my tame ba, 
More than the moſt exalted filial duty 
Could e' er demand, has daſh'd our 4 
With bitterneſs unequal'd—But, 7 


What are thy woes to mine ?—t0 mine juſt 
anco-hite; renounce me ! 


heaven !— 
Now is thy turn of vengea 
O leave me to the fate I well deſerve, PP 
To fink in hopeleſs miſery Nat leaſt, l 
Try to forget the worthleſs Siciſmunde, 8 
Tanc. Forget thee! No! thou art my ſoul ieſelf! ! 
I have no thought, no hope, no wiſh but thee ! 
Even this repented injury, the fears, 
That rouſe me all to madneſs, at the thought 
Of lofirg thee, the whole collected pains 
Of my full heart, ſerve but to make thee dearer !* 
Ah, how forget thee !-—Much muſt be forgot, 
Ere Tancred can forget his Sigiſmunida /' 


| Sigi/. But you, my lord, muſt make chat great 
effort. | 


Tanc. Can Sigiſnunda make it? 
Sigi. Ah! 18 not 


With what ſucceſs ——But all that feeble woman. 
And love- entangled reaſon can perform, 
J, to the utmoſt, will exert to £ it. 


© Tanc. Fear not—Tis done IF thou SY 


« Succeſs 
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= Succeſs is ſure I am for already ! | 
* Sigi/. Ah, Tancred/ ut, agd lord, reſpeR me 
more. 
< Think who Lam Wuat can you now propoſe? 
* Tane. To claim the plighted vows red 
heaven has heard, 
© To vindicate the rights of holy love | 
* By faith and honour bound, to which compar'd 
: Theſe empty forms, which have enſnar'd thy hand, 
Are impious guile, abuſe, and profanation 
* Nay, as a king, waoſe high prerogative. 
* By this unlicens'd marriage is affronted, 
To bid the laws themſelves pronounce it void. 


* Szgi/. Honour, my lord, is much too proud to OF 


© catch 


At every flender twig of nice diſtinctions. 
1 Theſe for th? unfecling vulgar, may do well: 

* But thoſe, whoſe ſouls are by the nicer role + 
Of virtuous delicacy nobly {way'd, 
Stand at another bar than that of laws.“ 
Then ceaſe to urge me Since I am not born 
To that exalted fa fate to be your queen 
Or, yet a dearer name—to be your wife 
I am the wife cf an illuſtrious lord 
Of your own princely blood; and what I am, 
I will with proper dignity remain, 

Retire, : my royal lord — There is no means 


To cure the wounds this fatal day has * wy 


We meet no more!! 
Fanuc. O barbarous Sigi ſnunda 75 


And canſt thou talk thus ſteadihy? ches treat me 


With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting rigour? CL 


Poor is the love, that rather than give up 

A little pride, a little formal pride, 

The breath of vanity, can bear to ſee; | - 
The man, whoſe heart was once ſo dear to thine 
By many a tendervow ſo mix'd together, 


A prey to anguiſh, fury and diſtraction— 5 a 


Thou canſt not ſurely make me ſuch a wretch, 
Thou canſt not, 8 Vet relent, 


O ſave 
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I will aſſert 
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O ſave us yet !—Redelpho, with my guards, 
e garden—Let us ſeize the moments 
again—With more than power 


Waits in 
We ne'er may have 
ee mine, with faireſt honour. 


The world ſhall even approve 
Swell with a kindred joy to ſee us happy. 


Sigi. The world approve What is the world to 
| , 


The conſcions mind is its own awful world. 


«© And mine is fixt—diftreſs me then no more; 
© Net all the heart can plead ( and it alas! 
«« Pleads but too much)” | 


And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a king, 


; each honeſt boſom 


© I know not, Tancred, what I might have done. 


© Then, then, my conduct, fanRify'd by love, 
Could not be deem'd, by the ſevereſt judge, 


© The mean effect of intereſt, or ambition. 


© But now not all my partial heart can plead,” 


Shall ever ſhake th' unalterable dictates 
That tyrannize my breaft. * 
Tanc. Tis well No more | 
I yield me to my fate—Yes, yes inhuman ! 
Since thy barbarian heart is ſteel'd by pride, 
Shut up to love and pity, here behold me 


Caſt on the groun 
Loſt to all cares, all di 
Here will I grow, brea 


ities, all duties ! 


d, a vile and abje& wretch ! 
out my faithful ſoul, 


Here, at thy feet—Death, death alone ſhall part us! 


Sigi/. Have you then vow'd to drive me to per- 


dition ? 


What can I more ?—Yes, Tancred ! once again 


J will forget the dignity my ſtation 


Commands me to ſuſtain—for the laſt time 


Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, no duty, 
Can ever root'thee from my hapleſs boſom. 
O leave me! fly me! were it but in pity !— 
To ſee what once we tenderly have lov d, 
Cut off from every ut off for ever! 
Is pain thy generoſity ſhould ſpare me.” 


Retire my lord; and if you traly love me ; 


* 


S$SIGISMUNDA 7. 
If yon reſp my honour, nay, my peace, 774705 
Retire! for tho” th* emotions of my heart 
Can ne'er — my virtue; yet, * : 


They tear 1t ſo, they pierce it with ſuch anguiſh— 
Oh * is too much l cannot bear the conflict ! 


SCENE VII. 
x I Enter Ofmond. 


Qn. [entering.] Turn, tyrant! turn! and anſwer 
to my honour, 
For this thy baſe infufferable outrage ! 
Tanc. Inſolent traitor ! think not to eſcape ' 
Thyſelf my vengeance ! [They gh. Oſmond Valli. 
Sigi. Help here! Help!—O heavens! _. 
[Throwing herſelf down by him. 
Alas! ! my lord, what meant your headlong rage? 
That faith, which I, this day, upon the altar 
To you devoted, is unblemiſh'd, pure, 
As veſtal truth; was reſolutely yours, 
Beyond the power of aught on earth to ſhake it. 
- Oſm. Perhdious woman! die 
 [Shortening his ſaord, he plunges it into ber breaſt. 
And to the grave 
Attend a haſband, yet but half aveng'd ! 
Tanc. O horror horror! execrable villain ! 
O/m. And, tyrant! thou !—thou ſhalt not of er my 
tomb 
Exult—Tis n is Frome I die content — 
Dies. 


s EN E vm. 
Enter Tancred, Rodolpho, Laura, Qc. 


Tanc. [Throwing himſelf down by Sigiſmunda. 
Quick! here! bring-aid !—All in Palermo bring 


Whoſe ſkill can fave her Ahl that gentle boſom 
Pours faſt the ſtreams of lite. 
Sigi/. All aid is vain, 
I feel the powerful hand 8 bene 
ut, 
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But, oh! it ſheds a ſweetneſs thro? my fate, | 
That I am thine again; and without blame, 
May in my Taxcred's atms refign my ſoul ! 


Tanc. Oh, death is in that voice ! ſo gently mild, 
So ſadly ſweet, as mixes even with mine 2 
The tears of hovering angels !—Mine again 
And is it thus the cruel fates have join'd us? 
Are theſe the horrid nuptials they prepare 
For love like ours? 15 virtue thus rewarded? 
_ © Let not my impious rage accuſe juſt heaven | 
Thou, Tancred! Thou! haſt murder'd Sigi/munda / 
That furious man was but the tool of fate, 
* I, I the cauſe !—But I will do thee juſtice ' 
* On this deaf heart! that to thy tender wiſdom 
* Refus'd an ear Ves, death ſhall ſoon unite us 
Sigiſ. Live, live, my Taxcred /—Let my death 
— dſuffice 
To expiate all that may have been amiſs. 
May it appeaſe the fates, avert their fury 
From thy propitious reign !- © Mean time, of me 
* And of thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee, 
To guard our friends, and make thy people happy— 
Inter Siffredi fixt in aftoniſbhment and grief, 
My father! Oh! how ſhall I lift my eyes 
To thee my ſinking father! 
Sif. Awful heaven ! [6.20 
I am chaſtis'd !——My deareſt child 
Sigiſ. Where am I? 
A fearful darkneſs cloſes all around 
My friends? We needs muſt part—I muſt obey 
Th' imperious call—Farewel, my Laura / © cheriſh. 
My poor afflifted father's age-—Rodolphbo 
No is the time to watch th' unhappy king, 
With all the care and tenderneſs of friendſhip— 
O my dear father! bow'd beneath the weight 
Of age and grie the victim even of virtue, 
Receive my lait adieu Where art thou, T ancred ? 
Give me thy hand—But ah! it cannot ſave me 
From the dire king of terrors, whoſe cold power 
Creeps o'er my heart——Onh! _ : 


T anc, l 
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Tanc. How theſe pangs diftrat me; 

O lift thy gracious eyes ! Thou leav'ſt me then 
Thou leav'ſt me, Sigi/munda / 
Sigiſ. Yet a moment —— 
I had, my T ancred, ſomething more to ſay 
1 thy love and tenderneſs for me 
Sure makes it needleſs Harbour no reſentment ' 
Againſt my father ; venerate his zeal, 
That acted from a principle of goodneſs, 
From faithful love to thee—Live and maintain 
My innocence imbalm'd, with holieſt care 
* Preſerve my ſpotleſs memory! — I die 
ETzxnart Mercy gp 2 2 ſoul! 


. 20 


Oh ! *tis the only a 
From thoſe we — 8 my Tan- 
cred / [ Dies. 
T anc. Thus then 


oþ# lying to his ſword is held by Rodolpho. 
Rodel. Hold! hold ! my lord—Have you forgot 
Your Sig:/munda's laſt requeſt already? 

Tanc. Off! ſet me free! Think not to bind me 


down, 
With berkenans find: the rack of ife 1 
What hand can ſhut the ip, t0 th thouſand gates, 


Which death ſtill opens to the woes of morttls ? 

I ſhall find means. No in earth or heaven 

Can force me to endure the hateful light, 

Thus robb'd of all that lent it joy and ſweetneſs!” - 

Off! traitors! off! or my diſtracted ſoul | 

Will burſt indignant from this jail of nature 

To where ſhe beckons 2 mild ſeraph ? 

Point not to life I cannot linger here, 

Cut off from thee, the miſerable pity, | 

The ſcorn of human-kind!——A trampled king! 

© Wholet his mean poor-hearted love, one moment, 

To coward prudence ſtoop; who made it not 

The firſt bs "> action of his reign, 

To ſnatch thee to his throne, and there to ſhield thee 

Thy helpleſs boſom from a ruffian's fury! 

O ſhame! O agony ! — A 
2 
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Of late, of vain repentance ! Hah ! my brain 
Is all on fire! a wild abyſs of thought ! 
Th' infernal world diſcloſes See! behold him! 
Lo! with fierce ſmiles he ſhakes the bloody ſteel, 
And mocks my feeble tears !—Hence ! quickly, 
hence! 
Spurn his vile carcaſs give it to the dogs ! 
Expoſe it to the winds and ſcreaming ravens ! 
Or hurl it down that fiery ſteep to hell, 
There with his ſoul to toſs in flames for ever!” 
Ah, impotence of rage What am I? — Where? 
Sad, filent, all? The forms of dumb deſpair, 
Around ſome mournful tomb What do I ſee? 
This ſoft abode of innocence and love 
Turn'd to the houſe of death ! a place of horror !— . 
Ah! that poor corſe ! pale! pale! W with 
murder 

Is that my S. 1 

[ Throwing ; Le FEET by her. 
Siffredi, Auer a nad panſe, ing on the ſeene 


| before him. 

8 I liv'd 

To theſe enfeebled years, by heaven reſerv's, 
To be a dreadful monument of juſtice ?— 

* Redeclpho, raiſe the king, and "Oe: him hence 
* From this diſtraQting ſcene of blood and death. 
Alas! I dare not give him my aſſiſtance; 
My care would only more inflame his rage. 


© Behold the fatal work of my dark hand, 
That by rude force the paſſions would command, 
That ruthleſs ſought to root them from the breaſt x 
That may be ruPd, but will not be oppreſt.“ 
Taught hence; ye parents, who from nature ſtray, 
And the great ties of ſocial life betray ; 2h 
Ne'er with your children act a tyrant's part: 
"Tis yours to guide, not violate the heart. 
Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er mankind prefide, 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride! 
Keep virtue's ſimple path before your eyes, ; 
Nor think from evil good can ever riſe, 

5 _ EPILOGUE. 


\ 


a 


4 


E PI. b-..,G: U. 


Ramm d to the throat with wholeſome moral ftuff, 
Alas ! poor audience! you have had gs. 

as ever hapleſs heroine of a play 

| In ſuch a fiteous plight as ours to-day ? 
| Was ever woman fo by love betray'd ? | 
Match'd with two huſbands, aud yet—die a mal. 
But bleſs me !—hold—What found's are theſe I bear {-— 
# ſee the Tragic Muſe herſelf appear. 


"+4 


The back-ſcenes open, and diſcovers a romantic 
Sylvan landſkip; from which the Tragic Muſe 
advances ſlowly to muſic, and ſ — the follow- 
lines. 


8 - 
Hence with your flippant epilogue, that tries 
To wipe the virtuous tear from Britiſh eyer ; 
T hat dares my moral, tragic ſcene profane, 
With ftrains—at beft, unſuiting, light and vain. 
Hence from the pure unſully'd beams that play 
In yon fair eyes where virtue ſhines— Arvay ! 
Britons, to you from chaſte Caſtalian groves, 
here dwell the tender, oft unhappy loves; 
Where ſhades of heroes roam, each might y name, 
And court my aid to riſe again to fame ; 


- To you come, to freedom's nobleſt ſeat, 


And in Britannia fix my laſt retreat. 
In Greece and Rome, I watch'd the public weal; 
The purple tyrant trembled at my ftetl : 
D 3 Nor 
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Ner did I leſs Or private ferrows reign, 4A 
And mend the melting heart with ſofter pain. 

On France and You then roſe my brightning Aar, 

With fecial ray—The Arts are ne er at war. 
O as your fire and genius ftronger blaze, . 
As yours are generous Freedom's bolder lays, e 
Let not the Gallic zafte leave yours behind, . 
In decent manners and in fife refin'd ; 
Baniſh the motley mode, to tag low werſe, 

The laughing ballad to the mournful her/e. 

When tbro five as yeur hearts have learnt to glow, _ 
Touth'd with the ſacred force of honeſt woe, 

O keep the dear impreſſion on your breaſt, 

Nor idly boſe it for a nnn jeft. 
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To the Right Honourable 
& n E 8, 
'Lozp H A IL LIF Ax. 


Mr Leap, 92 

A 5 ſoon as it was made known that your 

1 lordſhip was not diſpleaſed with this 

Play, my friends began to value themſelves upon 

the intereſt they had taken in its ſucceſs ; I was 

touched with a vanity I had not before been 

acquainted with, and began to dream of nothing 
leſs than the immortality of my work. 


And I had ſufficiently ſhewn this vanity in 
inſcribing this Play to your lordſhip, did I only 
conſider you as one to whom ſo many admira- 
ble pieces, to whom the praiſes of Italy, and 

32 e 
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the beſt Latin poem ſince the neid, that on 
the peace of Ryſwick, are conſecrated. But it 
had been intolerable preſumption to have ad- 
dreſſed it to you, my lord, who are the niceſt, 
judge of poetry, were you not alſo the greateſt 
- encourager of it; to you who excel all the 


preſent age as a poet, did you not a all 
the pg ones as a paces. | 


For in the times when the Muſes were moſt 
encouraged, the beſt writers were countenanced, 


but never advanced ; they were admitted to 
the acquaintance of the greateſt men, but that 
was all they were to expect. The bounty of 
the patron is no whete to be read of but in the 


works of poets, whereas your lordſhip's will fill 
thoſe of the hiſtorians. 


For what tranſactions can they write of which 
have not been managed by ſome cho were re- 
commended by your lordſhip,? It is by your 


lordſhip's means, that the univerſities have been 


real nurſeries for the ſtate; that the courts 
abroad are charmed by the wit and learning, 
zs well as the ſagacity of our miniſters; that 
Germany, Switzerland, Muſcovy, and even 
Turkey itſelf begins to reliſh the politeneſs of 
the Engliſh ;. that the poets at home adorn that 
court, which they formerly uſed. only to divert; 
that abroad they travel, in a manner very unlike 
their predeceſſor Homer, and with an equipage 
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he could not beſtow, even on the heroes he de- 
ſigned to immortalize. + | KK 957: 


And this, my lord, ſhews your knowledge of F 
men as well. as writings, and your judgment 
no leſs than your generoſity; you have diſhn- 
guiſhed between thoſe who by their inclinations 
or abilities were qualified for the pleaſure only, 
#nd thoſe that were fit for the ſervice. of your 
country; you made the one eaſy, and the other 
uſeful : You have left the one no occaſion to 
wiſh for any preferment, and you have obliged 
the publick by the promotion of the others. 


And now, my lord, it may ſeem odd that I 
ſhould dwell on the topick of your bounty only, 
when I might enlarge on ſo many others ; when 
I ought to take notice of that illuſtrious family 
from which yon are ſprung, and yet of the great 
merit which was neceſſary to ſet you on a level 
with it, and to raiſe you to that houſe of peers, 
which was already filled with your relations; 
when I ought to conſider the brightneſs of your 
wit in private converſation, and the folidity of 
- your eloquence in publick debates; when 1 
ought to admire in you the politeneſs of a 
courtier, and the ſincerity of a friend; the open- 
neſs of behaviour which charms all who addreſs 
themſelves to you, and yet that hidden reſerve 
which is neceflary for thoſe great affairs in which 
you are concerned. 

| A 3 To 


vi EpisTiLx DrvicaroRy. 


To paſs over all theſe great qualities, my low, 
and inſiſt only on your generoſity; looks as if 
I folicited it for myſelf ; but to that I quitted 
all manner of claim when I took notice of your 
lordſhip's great judgment i in the choice of thoſe 
you advance; fo that all at preſent my ambition 
aſpires to is, that your lordſhip would be pleaſed 
to pardon this preſumption, and permit me to 

profeſs niyfelf, with the moſt profound _ 
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LVG has a race of heroes fl ths fage, 
"That rant by note, and rene "rhe gamut rage 3 


In ſongs and airs expreſs their . . 
Combate in trills, and in a fenge af 
While, lull'd by found, and enviferd'« 4 5 wit, 
Calm and ſerene you indolent ft; A 
And from the dull fatigue of * fre, 

Hear the facetions fitdles repartee + 5 


Our homeſpun authors muſt forſake the fd, 
| And Shakeſpeate to the ſoft Scarlatti yield- | 
To your new taſte the poet of this dag 
Was by a friend ad uis'd to form his play: 
Had Valentini, muſically coy, | 
Shunn'd Phzdre's arms, and ſeorn' the eee J9 
It had not mov your awonder to have ſeen 
An eunuch fly from an enamaur' d queen : 
How would it pleaſe, ſhould ſhe in Engliſh ſpeak, 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek ? 
But he, a ftranger to your modiſþ way, 
By your old rules muſt fland or fall to-day, 
And hopes you will your foreign taſte command, 
To bear, for once, with what you underfland. 
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ACT 1. $CENE E. 


| 2 Cratander' and: Lycon« | 12 
cen. F hl range,  Cratander, hae the e 
Pheadra | 


Should ſtill continue reſolute in grief, 
And obſtinately wretched : 
The one ſo gay, ſo beautiful and young, | 
Of godlike virtue and imperial power, 
Should * inviting joys, and court deſtruction, | 
Crat. Is there not cauſe, when lately . in mar- 


To l king her huſband call'd to war ? | 
Then for three Eos moons to mourn his abſence, 
Nor know his fate ? 5 

Lc. The king may cauſe her ſorrow, - ; 
But not by abſehce: oft Pve-ſeen him 


With greedy eyes and languiſh o'er her PE | 
She from ba wide, deceiv'd, defiring arms . 


Fleu taſteleſs, loathing; whilſt dej Tbeſens, : 
With mournful loving eyes ts her flight, EO 
And dropt a fileat tear. 2 
Crat, Ha! this is hatred, 
This is averſion, horror, deteftation : : 
Why did the queen, who might have cull'd mankind, 


To one the loath'd ? 


Why did n 


Iiyc. Perhaps ſhe thought i it juſt 5 
That he ſhould wear the crown This valour fav'd. 


' Crat.. Could ſhe not glut * hopes with wealth 
and honour, | 
OC. Reward 


= = < —— IE — — CC ——C— - - — 


Why did ſhe wed 
And equal — 


To tame che gen rous horſe, that n 


Let the queen live vr die, the prince muſt fall. 


10 PHEDRA AND SY 


Reward his valour, yet reje&t his love ? 


Why, when a happy mother, queen and widow, 
T heſeus ? while his fon, 
ppolitas, with equal youth 


The brave Hi 


* r 


might have filled her arms. * 


aw Hi 2 (in diftant 33 dern, 


5 ill our queen's n . unknown to Crete : 
And ſure the queen could wiſh him ſtill / unknown: 
She loaths, deteſts him, flies his hated preſence, 

And ſhrinks and trembles at his very namè. 

rat. Well may ſhe hate the prince ſhe needs mult fear; 


He may difpute the crown wWith Phedra's fon. 
| + brave, he's. fi 


ch 
H. very vary 


ery, youthful, and belov'd ; 


arms the men, his form the women; 
are war. 


Lye. Ok! he's all hero, ſcorns th? inglorious wa 
Of lay Crete, delights to ſhine in arms, 
To wield che ſword, and launch the pointed ſpear; 3 
wild 
Neighs on the hills, and dares the A 6 
n Te o join the ftruy pling courſers to his chariot, 
To ks their ffubborn necks the rein 4 
To turn, or ſtop, or ſtretch along the plain.“ 
Now the queen's fick, there's danger in his a 
« He ma be auatch'd. TTY 
Be ready with your guards, 1 fear Hi [ippolitus. 
| Exit Crat. 
Fear him ! for what ? poor filly gs wretch 
Affecting 8 g1ory, and contemning power: 


Warm without pride, without ambition brave; ; 
A ſenſeleſs hero, fit to be a tool 


To thoſe whoſe godlike ſouls are turn'd for empire... 


An open honeft fool, that loves and hates, 


\ And yet more fool to own it. He hates "Sl 
He hates me too; weak boy, to make a foe 


Where he might have a land. T hate him too, | 
But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him. | 


Enter Iſmena. 


What Rill attending on the queen, 1/mena ? 


© charm- 


HIPPOLIT US. 11 
O charming virgin! O exalted virtue! f 
Can ſtill your l conquer all your wrongs ?. . 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 

Was not your royal father Pallas ſlain? at 
And all his ed” race, by conqu rin  Thifeart 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his conſort Phadra-? | 
And till repay ſuch cruelty with love? 
1m. Let them be cruel that delight in miſchief: | 
I'm of a ſofter mould; poor Phedra's ſorrows - 
Pierce thro” my yielding heart, and wound my ſaul. 
Lyc. Now thrice the riſing ſun has chear'd the world, 
Sitice ſhe renew'd her ken with due refreſhment; 
Thrice has the nighe brought eaſe to man, to * 
Since wretched Phedra clos d her ſtreaming eyes: 
She flies all reſt, all neceſſary food, 
© Reſolv'd to die, nor capable to live. 
I/m. But now her grief has wrought her into phrenay; ; 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are 0 wild; her words disj jointed: 
Sometimes ſhe raves for muſick, liebe and air. | 
Nor air, nor light, nor muſick, ln her pains; 
Then with extatic ſtrength he {ſprings aloft, 
And moves and bounds with Yigour not her own. 
Dc. 'Fhen life is on the wing; then molt ſhe ſinks 
When molt ſhe ſeems reviy'd. ike boiling water, 
That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the brim; ev'n then moſt walling, - 
When moſt it ſwells. _ 
Im. My lord, now try your art ; th 
Her wild, diforder may Ifoſe the ſecret 
Her cooler ſenſe conceal'd; © the Pythian goddeſs 
* Is dumb and ſullen, ill with 5 fill'd 
* She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the fight, _ 
© She fas. ſhe foams, he raves ; the awful ſecrets 
*© Burſt from her trembling lips, and caſe the tortur'd 


* 


maid, 
But Phedra comes, ye gods, how pale, how weak || 
Enter Phedra and Attendants. 


Phed. Stay, virgins, ſtay; L'II reſt my weary ſteps : ' 
My ſtrength orlakes me, ſy; my dazzled eyes 3 


PHEDRA AND 


Ake with the flaſhin light ; my looſen'd knees 


Sink under their d wel he. To” me, con. 
Alas ! I faint. x 2d 


Lye. ARA her cake; Ht Hd 
Phed. Why blaze theſe yo round my wretched 


head ? | 
* Why all this labour'd ele of dreſs ? 
Why flow theſe wanton carts in artful-rings ?* 
Take, ſnatch em hence. Alas! you all conſpire 
To heap new ſorrows on my tortur d ſoul. : | 
A all 2 to make your ts N warp ueen unhappy. 
| ady. u requir'd, an 

Call'd your TN walls,” and "4 heir are, 

You bid em lead * from yon. hi 

To the glad chearing da * now ark it, 

And hate the light wehe. 

Phed. O m 2 | k 

Oh! how I long to lay iny weary head ; 

On tender flow Ty beds and ſpringing graſs, 
To ſtretch my limbs beneath the ſpreading W 
Of venerable oaks, to lake my thirſt 
With the cool nectar of refreſhing ſprings. - 

Lac. Pil foothe her phrenzy. , Phedra, let's 
away ; 

Let's to ny — and lawns, and limpid firexms, 


Phed. Come, let's away; and thou moſt * 
Diana, © 


Goddeſs of woods, immortal, chaſte Diana, 

© Goddeſs prefiding o'er the rapid race,” 

Place me, O place me in the duſty ring 

Where you me! charioerscomend for glory; 

See how they mount and ſhake the flowin 

See from the the fiery courſers bound, 

Now they ſtrain panting up the __ bill, 

Now ſweep along its top, now neig 

How the car rattles, how its kindling whee 

Smoak in the whirl ! the circling ſand aſcends, 

And in the noble duſt the chariot's loſt. 
| Lyc. What, madam! 


Phed. Ah, my e ah, what ſaid I? 


12 
* 


— 


the vale 3 


— 


Where 


H,IPP,OLITU'S. 13 


Where was I hurry'd un & 2 
My languid are wet wth wb a 2.9 9 
And on my eeks unbidden bluſhes Nase Th 1 
Le. KL bluſh, but bluſh for your Lahr a 
ei * | 
That way Fo ſoul, and weighs you x dawit to dogth. 


Oh! ſhould you die (ye rs forbid her deat 
Who then 42nd ſhield e your hel 


phan 
He then. might wander, Phezdra's ſon might wander, 
A naked ſuppliant thro” the world for ald; , 
© Then he ma oy, invoke his mother's dame: 
*. ans d to co to ſhame, Borg death, 3 
politus © ſhall mount 18. n 

Phed. O * ns * al 
Lyc. Ha! Phedra, ab touch'd at this? 
Phod. Unhappy wretch ! Wu name was that you 


- 


-” 


ſpoke ? —- | 
He. Rnd does his name p | you zen rele 


- E 95 , 


| ments: 
Then let it raiſe your fear, as well as wrath: 

Think how you wrong d Kim, to his ee gate 

Think how you drove him hence a wand"ring exile | 


To diſtant climes ; then think what certain vengeance 


His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan. _. 
For his ſake then renew your droopin . * 


Feed with new oil the waſting lamp of life 
That winks and trembles, now, Ma wad 
Make hafte, x r ne. 3£4* 
 _Phad. Alas! too long, © 
Too long have I preſerv'd that 10 


g: 
8: 
1 


14 


IB. 0. 


Lye. Calle whargyilt? has b blood,has horrid murder 


Imbru'd your hands ? 1 
Phed. Alas! my hands are guildeſs, | 441 2288 

| But oh! my heart's defl'd. — 222 

I've ſaid too much; forbear the reſt, my Locks: 1 
And let me die to ſave the black coden. n 

Lyc. Die then, but not alone; old faithful Lycan 
Shafl be a victim to your cruel filence. 2375 | 
Will you not tell? 6 lovely wretched queen ! wy 1 
: _ 


N 


„% ra.” a 


14 P HA DR A AND 


By all the cares of your firſt. infant years,” 
By 41 the love, and faith, and zeal I've hew'd you, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden ſorrows, . © 


4 * 


And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort, 


* Phed. What : hall 1 ſay, 
© -O' where ſhall I begi 
© How fatal love has 
© Lye. Forget i 


icious cruel 55 
? O cruel Pers! * a 
n to all our race t 
it, big tha let it die in filence.” 
Phed. O. Ariadne O unhapp y ſiſter! | 

Ty. Ceale to record Jour Aer s grief and ſhame. 


Phe. And fince the cr el god of Love requires it, 
1 7 the lat, and moft. 77 2 of all. "IP 
c. Do you then love?, 5 


Flad. Alas P groan beneath * 
The pain, the qvile the ſhame of 1 inpious love. 
_ Lye. Forbid it, Heaven! | 
Pal. Do not upbraid me, Lytor : | ; 
A love.>— Alas ! I ſhudder at . E 0 
"My blood runs backward, and my fault'rin tongue 
Sticks at the found —1 love, —Q — eavn ! 
Why was 1 born with ſuch a ſenſe of virtue, 
a * eat abhorrence of the ſmalleſt crime, 
yet a ſlave to ſuch impetuous guilt? 
Lin on me, gods, your plagues, your ſharpeſt tortures, 
Afflict my ſoul with any thing but guilt, * 
And yet that guik is mine think no more; 4 
Pl to the woods among the hap ppier brutes. 
Come let's away; hark, the ſhrill horn reſounds, 
The j Jolly huntſmens cries rend the wide heav'ns, 
8 o'er the hills purſue the bounding ſtag; 
Come, chaſe the lion 21 the foamy boar; 
Come, rouſe up all the monſters of the wood, 
For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me. 
Lyo. Hipptlitus ! | 
Phed. Who's he that names Hig politus 3 
Ah! Tm betray'd, and all my ht diſcover d. 
Ohl give me poiſon, ſwords, I Last live, nor bear i it; 
' top my breath. 
In. I'm loſt, but What's hat lan? 
5 * 13 loſt, or loſt to me; 


© Yet 


Sy The god of Love, ew'n the whole god, po 


HIPPOMITVS. 15 


© Yet ſhould her charms prevail upon his ſoul, 
Should he be falſe, I would-not'wiſh him ur; 
« With my laſt parting breath Pd bleſs my 
6 Then in in ſome lonely defart place expire, | 
© Whence my unhappy death an 
Leſt it ſhould wound his peace, or damp his joys. 2 
Tyc. Think tilt the fecret in your royal breaſt; 
For | by the awful SN nr 
By the ns = Foo by righteous Mines, 
By all your kiric we ſwear, O Phedra, 
Safe as our liyes we'll keep the fatal ſecret. 357 
In. Nc. We ſweur, all ſwear to keep it ever fe, 
Pbæd. Keepit! from whom ? why it's ready * 
The tale, the 1 of che e vul 
Oh! can you — 2 urſelves, un ow it? 
Or do you "thick 4 ſome far gone in guilt, 
That I can ſee, can bear the looks, the eyes 
Of one who knows my black detefted crimes, 
Of one who knows that PB loves her fon ? 
Lyc. Unhappy queen! auguſt, unhappy race! 
on ly did bas wobch A El more 7 
Why did he fave us fiom Nicander”s arms, 
To bring worſe ruin on us by his love? 
-Phed. His love indeed; for that unhappy hour 
In which the prieſts jo d Theſe” hand to mine, 
Shew'd the j dung Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 
98 how I ſligok | what boiling heat inflam'd - 
M ack is g breaſt ! how from the touch of 7he/eus. 
hand dropt, and all the idle prin a 
piles, altars, victims, ſwam before my fi 


* 


+ 


* _ - 


bag 
* Lye. At once, at firſt poſſeſt you ! 1 
Pod, Yes, at firſt. 

That fatal ew ning we purſu'd the chace, 
When from behind the wood, wich ruſtling ſound, 
A monſtrous boar ruſht forth: his baleful eyes 
Shot glaring fire, and his ſtiff- pointed briſtles _. 
© Roſe h igh upon his back at me he made, 
Whetting his tuſks, and churning hideous foam ; 41 
Then, t « Fr en Hippo [tus flew in to aid me: 
Collecting all himſelf, and riſing to the blow, 


He 


— — r, tht toy as ts Io hs. 
* 


1 enn AND 


He launch'd the whiſtling ; the well-aim'd jay'lin 
Pierc'd his tough hide, | pray in his heart; 
The monſter ſell, and gnaſhing wich huge tuſks, . 
« Plow'd up the crimſon earth.“ But then Hippolitus ? 
* how! Sh 3 An * be approach'd 


con veſt, 
# ; hen hoc and pan — the Tous * 


His crimſon cheeks with purple beauties era. 
« His lovely gy fo na giant 8 
PD E eee 

reath Wort, m 1 
And leap? and bounded tn 3 
Alas! In as'd ; the horrid 3 ä 
No more — That x +4 e Licken'd. 
Oft I receiv'd his fatal charming viſits ;- ' __ 
Then would he talk with fuch an. heav'nly grace, 
Look with ſuch dear compaſſion on my pains, | 
Tee fick for ever. 


My ears, my greed 7 nag ll 1 


Drank gor 
Till I 9 ok. Joh in impious love. 


* And ſhall I drag an execrable life??? 
4. And ha Leal guilt, and treaſure vengeance ? 
9 e Na; labour, Malve, tabdue that guilt, and live. 
Did I not labour, ſtrive, all- ſeeing 181 
? Did T 1 4 weep and pray, implore your 
Burn clouds of incenſe on your loaded altars? 
* Oh! Icall'd heay'n and earth to my affftance, 
All the ambitious thirſt of fame and empire, 
4 12 IE 2 1 of conſcious virtue: 7 
1 uggled, ray? D . TY 
3 N * 


. 
74 Ware 


his love ? 
d. Avert lach crimes, ; ye pow'rs 
© No; CI es laws | Gone ht his hatred : j 
1 wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from Crete; 
I ſent Him, drove him from my longing ſight: 
c In vain I droye him, n 


ef. 


y Reign 4 


* 
ig - 


| ö An 281 12 8441 14 88 Enter. Me 
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'd in my rode 


"il 


c * Brought back his fatal form, and cvrſt my ember, 
7524. Noz did tis baplefs paſion jo hv 
hee 0.3 mine, 
— —— eta, | 
Conſult my fame, and ſacrifice m life, WHT 
Yes, I would die, heaven knows, this very moment, 
Rather than wrong my lord, my huſband I B 
Lyc. Perhaps that.lord, r 
He went from Crete in haſte, his army thin, - 
To meet the numerous troops of fierce Molaſſes 
Yer. tho". bu limes, r. 
Think on your ſon. | 
Phed. Alas that ſhocks me. 5 
O let me ſee — ne 1 
A haſty; a'l W 


E Erer 8 | Gy 
Bat oh | 1 beg with'my lat gee; 120 
Cheriſh: my babe. ert þ as 


J Madam, I grieve to 
| What you muſt know::. your royal R. | A 
Phed. Dead: LL ont 4s. 
Lye. O fortunate event! 1“ 
Then cri Ben Lycos may afcend the throne, 
Leave to his happy fon the crown of Jer, 
And be ador'd like him. Be bus dmy joys: [fide] | 
Mourn, mourn, ye Cretats ; 
C Since he is dead whoſe valeur dard your iſle, 
© Whole Tee 


: Wick predings 


52 
d at, 
N Wr, Wee” 


341 
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And bleſs'd be heaw*wihatfteeF'd 


pire, 
And all his tender thoughts with ſoft allurements.” 


When round 


| Ang thou, O uf aid a ſuppliant queen, 


P HAZ D NA _ 
That ruſhing on fo next his 
That ſaw his thund'ring arm beat ſus 


? 


n, 
_ 


Saw the great rival of Alcides fall. 
Theſe eyes beheld his well-known ized, beheld 
A proud barbarian glitt'ring in his arms, 
Encumber d with the ſpolililIl. Led. 


Pbæd. Is he then dead.. 
Is my much- injur'd lord, my Theſeus, dead: 5 
And e one tear upon his urn? hs 
What! not a ſigh, a groan, a ſoft laint?” 
We „ 0 
From a chaſte matron, and a virtueus wiſe: 
But ſavage Love, che tyrant of my heart, 
Claims all m 8 and uſurps my e 
Lye. Di ef, EIS | 
He's dead, — all your blifs is dead; 
Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Tah, 
And take the youthful hero do your arms. 


Pbæd. I Are not now admit of ſuch #thought, © a 
ſtubborn heart; 
Thoſeus, 


That made me fur the bridal k 
© And give him empire, but refuſe him love. 
* Lyc. Then may his happier ſon be bleſt with botk ; 


* Then rouze your ſoul, and maſter all your charms, 
© Soothe his . mind with thirſt of em 


Phed. But ſhould the youth refuſe my proffer d rel 
O ſhould he throw me from his n. eo? | 
2 trial; for 1 —— 5 
ierce in che ri t, and obſtina rod: e 
ſer, his virtue . flood, * * = 
© Breaks with reſiſtleſs ſoree th oppofing dame, BY 
And bears the mounds along; they're hu don, 
And ſwell the torrent they were Nals d bon 2 
I dare not yet refolve; IH try to live, | 
And to- the aal Rad- Pl} leave che Tell | 
Lyc. Madam, your fignet, chat your Fave may ores 
What's moſt expedient for your royal ſervice, 
Phed. Take it, and with it — fate of Phedra. 


That 


HIPPOLITUS. 29 


That owns thy triumphs, and-adores thy pow'r : 

O ſpare thy captives, and ſubdue thy foes. 

© On this cold Scythian let thy pow'r be known, 
And in a lover's cauſe aſſert thy own : 

© Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy ſhrine; 7 


This. nurſe of Jove with grateful fires ſhall ſhine, 

And with thy father's flames ſhall worſhip thine. 
Exit _ Oc. 

Lycon ſolus. N 

If ſhe propoſes love, why then as ſarly + 

His haughty — — ä ; 

Say I oonfine him 1—If the dies he's ſafes  — 

And if ſhe lives, Pl work her raging mind. 

A woman ſcorn'd with eaſe I'll work to vengeance: | 

With humble, wiſe, obſequious fa arts 

I'll rule the whirl and tranſport of her z . 

T0 when her reaſou 1 n may act. 


When barks glide the lazy mein, 
The bafited pilots turn the helms in vain ; 
When driv'n by winds they cut the foamy way, 

1 r res 


* 


4 c * 1. 
Enter Phadra and Lyen [Zero Meſſenger, 


Me ADAM, the 1 atrands.' We 

M- Phed. Ads him. Where, where, 1 
What—ſhall I ſpeae? — wy guilty 1 © 

a m tongue 

Let this infulting victor know his A fe Þ . 
Or ſhall I fill confine within" ty] 
My reſtleſs paſſions and devouring — 
But ſee he comes, the lovely tyrakt comes.— 
He ruſhes on me like a blaze of light; 
r En I: 
But fink opprefe'd.with-woe. e 


Ab 
Enter 


A 


EN 


PH D R A AND | 
| Fuer Hippolitus. 
bal yy I done to raiſe ſuch-firange abhorrence.? * 
What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking: nature 
With my approach; and kill her with my _ 
4 . Alas! another grief devours Here, + 
An only your aſſiſtance can relieve her. 
, Hip. Ha! make it known, that I may fly and aid her. 
Lyc. But promiſe firſt, my lord, to keep it ſecret, 
Hip. Promiſe! I ſwear, on this ſword I ſwear, 
This ſword, which firſt d youthful T he/eus honout | 
Which oft 1 y and e L 
By thund'zing Fove, by Greeian Hercules, © 
© By the majeſiic form. of godlike heroes, | 
2 That ſhine around, and conſecrate bean 
No racks, no ſhame, ſhall ever farce i. from a 
Hi. Yes, is that wretch, who begs you to diſmiſs 
That hated obje@ from your eyes for ever. 
Begs . 2 
or-ſhare his n 


ppolitus J. 21K «5 r F. a7 > 
— you, moſt uvjuſtly 


+ 
The court, all Crete, deplor'4zhei ſuſering hero, 
Yet could you n leming letter, 7 
Oh, ITS reaps oo 

I Spee hero hero whom . aa 
| you'd conſeſi me wretched, not unkind, 
And gon the ils ad mak deſerve your py, 
Which moſt procur'd. 4 by I in ane U ; 
| Hip. M hate to Phedra /.. Y. ; 
Ha! cou? I harg he pal onde of Thee. ft 5. 
My queen, my n 2 12 wy 

Phed.. Why. yours queen and mother? 

More humble ties would ſuit my loſt condition. £41 
Alas'! the iron hand of death is. on me,, | 
4 have only time t implaze. your. pardon- Ar 


» 
- * my "= 


12 


a” 
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Ah! would. my lord forget injurious Phedre, 
And with compaſſion view her Aon ave « orphan 3 
Would.he.recerve him to his dear | 
Defend his youth from all en * If 
Hip- Oh, I'll defend him! with my "fs defend him! 
Heav'n dart your judgment on this Iaithleb head, | 
If I don't pa zurn 
And all a father's love. 
Phed.. A father's love 
Oh, doubtful ed by oh, vain deceirfyl hopes hopes Ry 8. 
My grief's much eas chis tran els, 
And The cry ter on my ney ink 
Death! he's not dead: he lives, ke breathes, he ſpeaks; 
He lives in u, he's preſent to my eyes; 
Le inns food, w him. ——My kart! bre. 
And all my Folly” known. 
Hip. Oh, glorious folly! ! 
See, Theſeus, ee, how much you Phedra lov'd you 
 Phed. Love him, indeed! dote, languiſh, Sic for hm 
Forſake my food, my fleep, ll 11 T heſeus 
2 — = not that 4 venerable The 1 blood 
But T heſeus, as he was when manting b | 
Glow'd in his lovely cheeks ; * when as MP eyes 
5 Sparkled with youthful fres; when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now Crowns the ſon ; | 
When Theſeas was Hippolitis. - | | 
Hip. Ha! amazement ſtrikes me: 3 
Where will this end? 2 A ga 
Lyc. Is't difficult to WY g 
Does not ber fing eneſd, „chat but now. 
, * Sat cold and add in her fading cheek, 
© (Where now ſucceeds a momentary luſtre) 7 
oes not her beating heart,“ her ocmbling bn limbs; 
| Her wiſhing looks, her ſpeech, her lence, 
All, all proclaim imperial Phedra loves you ? 
His. What do I hear? what, does no lightning flaſh, 
No thunder bellow, when ſach monſtrous crimes - 
Are own'd, avow d, confeſt ? 88 . 
Hide, hide in ſhameful night th cy beam y head, 
thy | 
Alas! 


And c view We inuvors 


a 
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Alas! I ſhare th' amazin ilt ; theſe eyes, 
That firſt inſpir'd the rs Fama Meru flame, 
Theſe ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
Are all accurs'd, and all deſerve your thunder. 
 Phed. Alas, my lord! believe me not ſo vile. 
No; by thy goddeſs, by the chaſte Diana, 
None but my firſt, my much-lov'd lord Arſammer, 
Was eber receiv'd in theſe unhappy arms.“ 
No; for the love of thee, of thoſe dear charms, 
Which now I fee are doom'd to be my ruin, 
1 = TY my lord, my N heſeus, | 
e e, the modeſt joys of ſpotleſs marriage; 
That drove him hence — 998 8 ſtormy ſeas, 
To rocks and waves, leſs cruel than his Pheara. 
Hip. If that drove The/eus hence, then that kill'd 
Theſeus, 14 
And cruel Phedra kill'd her huſband T Hes. 
 Phad. Forbear, raſh youth, nor dare to rouſe my 
_ vengeance; - | . * 
Provoke me not; nor tempt my ſwelling rage 
With black reproaches, ſcorn, and provocation, 
To do a deed my reaſon would abhor. 
Long has the ſecret ſtruggled in my breaft, Fx, 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur d boſom z _ 


Py 
. 


| But now tis out. Shame, rage, confuſion tear 


And drive me on to act unheard-of crimes; 
To murder thee, myſelf, and all that know it. 
As when convulſions cleave the lab'ring earth, 
Before the diſmal, yawn appears, the'iground _ 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houſes craſh ; 
He's ſafe, who from the dreadful warning flies . 
But he that ſees its opening boſom dies. [Exit 
Hip. Then let me take the warning and retire; 
I'd rather truſt the rough Jonian waves, | 
Than woman's fiercer Lade. 10905 5 . 
| IIlſmena fews „ liſtening. 
Tc. Alas, my lord! n 4 T3 0-4 
You muſt not leave the queen to her deſpair. ; 
Hip. Muſt not! from thee ? from that vile upſtart 
Leos? e ; 


Lyc . 
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Lye. Ves; from chat Lycon wo dertves his greatneſs 
From n PB g race, and now would guard her life. 
Then, Sir, forbear, view here this royal hgnet, 

And i in her | flave obey the queen, 

| [Enter guards and Cratander. 
Guards, watch OP prince, but at that awful diſtance, 
With that reſpect, it may not ſeem confinement, LIP 
But only meant for honour,” 

Hip. So, confinement is 

The honour Crete beſtows on T3 ' ſon, 

Am I confin'd ? and is't ſo ſoon forgot, 

When herce Procruftes” arms 0'er-ran your Kingdom 2 
When your ſtreets echo'd with the cries of orphans, 
Your ricking —— clung round the hal low 5 
When all noe. bar aces — lofty towers 

Smoak'd on the earth, when the red ſky around 
Glow d with your city's flames (a dreadful luſtre) : 
Then, then my father flew to your affitance.; 
Then The/eus fav'd your liyes, eſtates, and honours. 
And do you thus reward the herojs $ toll? 

And do you now conſine the hero's fon? _ 

Lyc Take not an eaſy ſhort confinement ill, 
Which your own ſafety a the queen's requires. 

Nor harbour fear of one that joys to ſerve you. 
+ Hip. Oh, I difdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee ; 
Nor will I hear of ſervices from Lycon, | 
Thy very looks are hes, eternal hood 

Smiles in thy looks, and flatters in thy eyes; 

Ev'n in thy — face I read my ruin, 
In Au cringing bow and fawning ſmile. 

y elſe d'ye whaſper out your dark ſuſpicions ? 

Wh, with malignant elogies encreaſe 

The people's fears, and praiſe me to my ruin ? 

Why thro' the troubled ſtreets of frighted Gzofus 
Do ers, helms, and poliſh'd armour blaze? 
Why ſounds the dreadful din of inſtant war, 

W ill the foe's ny 

Ye. Then quit thy arts; 

Pars off the ſtateſman, and reſume the judge. 2 
Thou, Proteus, ſhift thy various forms no more, = 
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ueen's diſeaſe, * your 


Dita all Crete, and give a loo —_— 
Hip. Gods! dares he ſpeak thus to a monarch's fon, 
And muſt this earth-born flave command in Crete ? 
Was it for this m ike father fought? © 
Did Theſeus bl Lycos? O ye — 4 
rg» ES the ſucceſſor of Miner, 4 
And heir of eue. we | 
Lyc. Von may as well proyoke 4+ iy > 
That Zove you worſhip, as this ſlave you ſcorn. to 
Go ſeize Ann, Nicas, and all vac *24 
The black abettors of this impious treaſon. 1 
Now de thy berg & cyinatint th 3 
ow o'er thy t under rolls; 
For know on me depends thy inflant dou. 7 
Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty foul, | 
Ange if thou think R of life, obey the queen. 
Hip. Then free from fear or guilt I'I wait my doom. 
Whate'er's my fault, no ſtain ſhall blot m * 
1'1l guard my honour, you difpoſe my iſe.” 
He. Be it jo, Cratander follow me.” 
p [Ex. Lyc. lt tee, 
Hip. Since he dares brave my rage, the van, "bes near. 
The timorous hounds that hunt the generous Hon 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit; _ 
But when he ſtruggles in th PN Tere 
Inſult the'dying 237 mr 
Euter Iſmena and Lady. 
« ”Tis kindly done, T/mena, _ * 
0 With all your charms to viſit iny diſtreſs; 
* Soften my chains, and make confinement e . 
O Iſmena, is it then giv'n me to behold thy beauties ! 
* Thoſe bluſhing ſweets, thoſe lovely Toving eyes.” 
1 refs, to ſtrain thee to my beating he 1 
grow'thus to my love What's Hberty to this 7 7 
Wha! s fame or greatnefs? take em, take em, Phedra, 
Freedom and. fame,” and in the dear confinement | 
Encloſe me thus for ever. | 


ot 


«ths: 
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Ja. O Hippolitus.! 
Oh, I could ever dwell in this confinement ! 
Nor wiſh for aught while I behold my lord : 
But yet that wiſh, that only wiſh is vain, 
When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your godlike ſoul a wretched maid: 
Take to your arms (aſſiſt me, heav'n! to ſpeak it 
Take to your arms imperial Pedra, | 
And think of me no more. 

Hip. Not think of thee ? 
What! part, for ever part? unkind //izena / 
Oh! can you think that death is half fo dreadful, 
As it — - to live, and hve without thee ? 
Say, ſhould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Pedra 
Say, couldſt thou bear it? could thy tender ſoul 
Endure the torment of deſpairing love, 
And fee me ſettled in a rival's arms? 
In. Think not of me: Perhaps my equal mind 
May learn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 
Yet would you hear me; could your lov'd {ena 
With all her charms o'er-rale your ſullen honour,” 
You yet might live, nor leave the I/mena. 

Hip. Speak : if I can, I'm ready to obey. 
In. Give the queen hopes. 

Hip. No more—my ſoul diſdains it. 
No; ſhould I try, my haughty ſoul would ſwell, 
Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. 
Oh, ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, to Le, forſwear? 
Deſerve the ruin which I ſtrive to ſhun ? 

1/m. Oh, I can't bear this cold contempt of death 
This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
To liberty or liſe. O cruel man! 
By theſe ſad ſighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming eyes, 
* By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 
* By the near danger of that precious life, 
* Heav'n knows I value much above my own. | 
* What! not yet mov'd?” are you reſolv'd on death? 
Then, ere tis night, I ſwear by all the pow'rs, 
This ſteel ſhall end my fears and life together. 

Hip. You ſhanꝰt be 8 with a life ſo . 

| f 7 7. NOR 


% 
% 
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* No; to the court I'Il publiſh ygur deſign: 5 


Ev'n bloody Lycon wil ent your fate 3. 

* Lycen ſhall wrench the gger from your boſom, 

. And raving Pedra will — Iſmena. 

In. Phadra! come on, PH you on to 
© Phedra : 

Tu tell her all the Sergtp of cur hs; | 

Give to her rage her cloſe deſtruftive rival: 

Her rival ſure will fall ; her love fave you. 

Come, fee me labour in the pangs of death, 

My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, * 

Dying, yet fixt in death on my Hip 


oa a Q 


pafftus.” 
Hip. * What's your 2 ye Pers! * 
means my love? - 
In. She means to lead you in the road of fate 
She means to die with one ſhe can't preſerve, 
Yet when you ſee me pale upon the earth, 
This once-lov'd form grown horrible in death, 
Sure your relenting ſoul would wiſh you'd ſav'd me. 
Hip. Oh! PU do all, do any thing 6 to ſave you ; 
Give up my fame, and all m — honour: 
I'll run, Pll fly; what you'll — PH ſay.“ 
% [ yield, Timena. What xn Fpuru;” wes me de? 
Him. Say what occaſion, chance, or Heav'n inſpires; 
Say that you love her, that you lov'd her long; 
Say that you'll wed her, ſay that you'll comply; 
Say, to preſerve your life, ſay any thing. 
Bleſs him, ye pow'rs ! and if it be a crime, [ Exit. Hip. 
822 a if the pious fraud offend your juſtice, | 
im all — Iſmena's head ; 
Puniſh //mena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
He's gone, and now my brave reſolves are ſtagger d, 
Now t, like ſome deſpairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in Wy frightful deep, 
es with the whirlin 8 waves, 
5 Aue e ſlen Cn to ſave him. 
Lady. But mould he * what your commands en- 
join'd him, 
Say, mould he wed her? 
n. Should he wed the queen? 


Oh! 
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Oh, 15s in death-alone 1 cam have comfort! 
Enter Lycon. 
Lye. What a reverſe is this! peridions boy, 
Is this dy wund! is this thy boaſted honour ? 
Then all are alike : I never t 


But one man honeſt, and that one deceives me. [die 
Iſmena here — 


** 1/mena. Now, my lord, is the quite's rage abated? 
« How is the prince ter 
ge. 


| iring Jove ;* | 

Now Phedre's rage 18 chang'd to ſoft endearments ; 
She doats, ſhe dies; *r kn gorge 
joys will crown 
Does he then n 

Tyc. At leaſt I think fo. 
I, when the prince approach'd, not far retir'd, 
Pale with my doubts : he ſpoke; th — 1 queen 
Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy ey 
Sparkled with gentler'fires ; he bluſhing Cd, 
She, trembling, loſt in love, with ſoft confuſion 
Receiv'd his paſſion, and retard her own. 
Then ſmiling turn'd to me, and bad me order 
The pous rites of her enſuing nuptials, 
Which I muſt now purſue. Farewel, 1/mena [Exit, 

I. Then Pl NS — aate jos 

Stay and learn more. 

In. Ah! wherefore ſhould I ftay ? 
What! ſhall Iftay to rave, Cupbraid, to hold him ? 
To ſnatch- the fireggling charmer from her arms? 
For could you think * gen rous youth + 
Fan n 2 


With endleſs 
im. 


Could 
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Could with feign'd love deceive a D "© 
Could he fo foon artful in diſſem 
Ah! without doubt his thoughts inſpir d I. tongue, 
7 ang all nn 
erhaps new graces darted her eyes, 
Perhaps ſoft pity charm'd his yielding ſoul, -. | 
c Perhaps her love, perhaps her kingdom charm'd him ; 
- Perhaj as! how many things might charm him! 
* Lady. Wait the ſucceſs : it is not yet decided. 

I Not yet decided | did not Lycon tell us 
* How he — . ſigh'd, and tooke'd,, and- vow'd * 
Ho the ſoft paſſion Tanguiſh'd in his eyes??? 
Ay, no, he loves, he doats on Phedra's charms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting breaſt, , 
Now he deyours. her with his eager eyes, 

Now graſps her hands, and now he looks, and vows - 

The dear falſe things that charin'd the poor 1/mens. 

He comes; be ſill, my heart; the tyrant comes, 

Charming tho” falſe, and lovely in his guilt. 
Enter 2— - 

. Hip. Why hangs that cloudy ſorrow on your brow ? 
Why do you ſigh? why flow your ſwelling eyes? 
Thoſe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus. 

1/n.- My lord, my ſoul is charm'd with your ſucceſs. 
You know, my lord, my fears are-but for you, 

For your dear liſe; . my death alone 

Can "be you afe, that ſoon ſhall make you happy. 
Vet had you brought leis love to Phedra's arms, 
« My foul had parted with a def. regret, 

y Ble if ſurviving in your dear zemembrance.” | 

Hip. Your. death! * love ! my e and 

to Phædra 
Hear me, Iſnena. 
Im. No, I dare not hear you. 

But thoꝰ you've been thus cruelly unkind,- 

Thoꝰ you have left me for the — Phra, 1 

Yet ſtill my ſoul er- runs with fondneſs tow rds you . 
Yet ſtill I die with joy to ſave Hippolitus. 
Hi. Die to ſave.me! could I outlive Iſmena? ? 
Vn. Ves, you'd 1 hers in your Phedra's arms, 


* 
. - — — 
6 
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And may you there find ew'ry blooming p Þ 
Oh, may the gods ſhow*r bleflings on thy head 
May the crown thy glorious arms with * 
* And all thy peaceful days with fare 1 
May'ſt thou be bleſt with lovely Phedra's charms, 
„n 
Farewel, Hippolitus.” 
Hip. 1/ , ſtay, 
Stay, hear me 4 or by the gen. * 
I'Il not ſurvive the minute | 
In. What would you e ah! "dow't deceive my 
weakneſs. 
Hip. Deceive thee! why, Bkdoos do you wrong me? 
Why doubt my faith? O lovely, cruel maid ! | 


Why wound my tender ſoul with harſh ſuſpicion ? 
Oh, by thoſe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 
I 1 thought nor ſpoke, * nor promis d, 
To love, or wed the queen. . 

I. 8 on, my lord, 
My h ſoul inclines me to believe thes;z 


And much I fear, and much I — 1 — 
Hip. W eee of 


72 ge with ming joy di 


BUY ill deceivꝰd her to obey / 

In. Art thou then true? — Oh, pardon me? 
Pardon the errors of a-filly maid, A N 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealouſy; 


For ſtill that fear, that jealouſy was love. 


Haſte then, my lord, — —8 — 

And when your abſent, when 

Shall ceaſe — Sniod oy 

Then let each day, each hour, det, being 
* Same kind remembrance ebyour 22 1494; 4. 

<2 of health, your fortune, and your frien 

g 1 fare thoſe frieids ſhall have my tender ſt wiſhes) 


4 8 but of thy dear, dear love, 
B 3 Speak 


Of that alone P 


And the ſea whitens with 


0 Wink vids — the 


; 
\ 
i 
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very much, but ftill ſpeak'on.* 
Pl 


9 
talk the live- long day; 

But thus PH talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes, 

Taſting the odours of thy fragrant boſom. 

Come, be the ketones erage, 
ome, on 

Come, hate with me to feve thi fa hr 

The bark before prepar” ler Pros mc 

Expects its freight; ng rs 

Have wav'd their finewy arms, und call Hip 

The looſen'd canvaſs trembles with | 
In. Fly then, my lord, and may the gods pro- 

_ tet thee! | 

Fly, ere inſidious Lycor work thy ruin; 

: Fly. A 15+ art» > ek 

Fly from the queen 
« Hip. But not from 

6 Wir Os-you! force 


3= 


hy 


Hip. Oh! 


** 


LED your heav'nly Geke, 
ought to claſp me 10 thee? 
In. Oh, I —— fee! 


S 
I" Now ae its nn Wynn now-ſnatch thee to 


wc” wy 


* my 
And trembie till but die till you return. 
© Nay, I could you go, if I ſhould 
* What would — if I mould fly | 
Wich a young lovely prince chat charm'd my ſoul ? 
Hip. a rene. 
To fly the fury of a queen intens d, 
To crown with endleſs joys the youth that lov'd you. 
Oh! by the joynonr murual ves have brought,” 
r | +> © earn 
By all the love 
Come f from — — 
In. Hide me, rs I never ſhall 
Hip. Will your 3 can I leave behind me 
All that inſpires my foul, and chears my eyes ? 


0M. 0. 9 


Will you not go? then here I'll wait my doom. 


Come, 
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Lycon, com 
{s life, 


Lin. Ohl haſte 
Throꝰ all the dan 
8 aa 

Rowls bubbling.in ; then, - bx I'll claſp thee faſt, 
And in tranſporting love forget my fear, 
Oh! LI will wander thro? the Scythian gloom, 
Oker ice, and hills of everlaſting ſnow ; 


There, when the horrid ſhall incloſe us, 
When the bleak wind ſhall chill my ſhiv'ring limbs, 


Thou ſhalt alone ſupply the diſtant fun, | 
And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 
Hip. Come, let's away, and, like another Jaſen, 
Fll bear my beauteous thro' the ſeas: 
A greater treaſure, and a nobler prize _ | 
Than he from Colches bore. Sleep, ſleep in peace, 
Ye monſters of the woods, on Ida s top 
Securely roam; no more my Car 


Shall wake the lazy day. Tr ng love 
Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its own. 
So, when bright Fexus d up her charms, 


lover yields. [Exeunt. 


v i ON. Ts 
be Her is at laſt appeas'd: the pitying gods 


Have heard our wiſhes, and auſpicious Jove 
Smiles on his native iſle ; for Phedrs lives, PEPE 


B 4 


_ ne — — 


. MJ. He hunted not to-day. 
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Reſtor'd to Crete, and = _— ſhe lives : * 
oy with freſh ſtrength in in 8, 

! . her — 33 .. her faded Gets 

Spreads a freſh” roſy bleom : as kindly ſprings 

« With genial heat renew the frozen earth, 

And paint its ſmiling face with gaudy flow'rs.” | 

But ſee the comes, the beauteous Phedra comes. 

Enter Phædra, and four Ladies. 

Ho her eyes ſparkle ! how their radiant beams 

* Confeſs their ſhining anceſtor the ſun !? 

Your charms to-day will wound ing crowds, 

And give the pains you ſuffer'd : nay, Hippolitus, 

Ihe fierce, the brave, th' inſenſible Hippolitut, 

Shall Pay a willing homage to your beauty, 


And in his turn adore. 
Pbæd. Tis flat'try all. 


Yet when ycu name the prince, that flatt'ry's pleaſing; 

You wiſh it ſo, poor good old man, you with & it. | 

The fertile province of Cydonia's 2 : 

Is there aught elſe ? has happy Phedraaught 

In the wide circle of her far-ſtretch'd empire? 

Aſk, take, my friend, ſecure of no repulſe. 

Let ſpacious Crete thro? all her hundred cities 

Reſfoundiher Phedra's } © Let altars ſmoak; 

And richeſt gums, ahi ſpice, and incenſe roll 

Their fragrant wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heay* n, 
Which gives Hippolitus to Phedra's arms. 

Set all A large, and bid the loathſome dungeons 

Give up the meagre ſlaves that pine in darknefs 

And waſte in grief, as did def Phedra : 

Let them be chear'd, let the ſtarv'd priſoners riot; 

And glow with gen'rous wine. Let ſorrow ceaſe. 


Let none be wretched, none, fince Phedra's happy. 


But now he comes, and with an equal paſſion 


Rewards my flame, and ſprings into my arms! 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Say, where's the prince ? . 


Ae. He's no where to be found. 
 Phed. Perhaps he hunts. 


Phed. 
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Pbæd. Ha! have you ſearch'd the walks, the courts, 

the temples ? 

Meß. Search'd all in vain. 

Phed. Did he not hunt t p 
Alas! you told me once before he ad not: (Exit. M. 
My heart miſgives me. 

He. So indeed doth mine.” ben my fears were 

true 

Phed. N he deceive me? could that godlike 

ou 
Defign the ruin of a n that loves? 
Oh! h he's all truth, is words, his looks, his eyes, 
Open to view his inmoſt thoughts. e comes. 
Ha! whoart thou ? whence com'ft thou? where's Hi 7 — 
| politus ! 
Euter Meſſenger. 5 


Me. Madam, Hippolitus with fair 70 
Drove tow'rd the port, — _ 


Phed. With fair I/mena / | 
Curſt be her cruel beauty, curſt her charms, 5 
Curſt all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe endearments. 
That heav*nly virgin, chat r. goodneſs, 
Could ſee me tortur'd with deſpairi r 
With artful tears could mourn ee ous ſuff rings, 
* While her baſe malice plotted my deſtruction.” 


Lyc. A thouſand reaſons crowd upon my ſoul, 
That evidence their love. 


«' Phed. Ves, yes, they love; 

Why elſe ſhoul he refuſe my profer'd bed ? . 

1 Why ſhould one warm'd with youth, and thirſt of 
lory, 

6 Ditdain 2 foul, a form, a crown like mine? 

He.“ Where, Lycon, where was then thy boaſted 

cunning ? , 
Dull, thoughtleſs wretch ! 

" Phad. G pains unfelt before 7 | 
The grief, deſpair, the agonies, and pangs, _. 
All the wild oy of diſtracted love, 8 
Are nought to this Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt paſſion riſe ? 

B 5 Where 


-*V 
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Where did they breathe their ſighs? what ſhady groves, 
What gloomy woods, conceal'd their hidden S's 
Alas! they hid it not; the well-pleas'd ſun 
With all his beams ſurvey'd their guiltleſs flame; 
Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted fighs, 
And [da echo'd their endearing accents. 
While I, the ſhame of Nature, hid in darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy air and —_— 
Preſt down my ſighs, and dry'd my falling tears, 
Search'd a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 
Lyc. Now ceaſe that grief, and let your injur'd love 
Contrive due vengeance ; let majeſtic Phædra, 
That lov'd the hero, ſacrifice the villain. 
Then haſte, ſend forth your miniſters of vengeance, 
To ſnatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful preſence. 
Phed. O rightly thought Diſpatch th' attend- 
Bid them bring forth their inſtruments of death; 
Darts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 
And hurl ſwift vengeance on the perjur'd ſlave. 
| © [| Exit Meſſenger. 
Where am I, Gods? what is't my rage commands ? 
Ev'n now he's gone; ev'n now the well-tim'd oars 
With ſounding ſtrokes divide the ſparkling waves, 
And happy gales aſſiſt their ſpeedy flight. 
* Now they embrace, and ardent love enflames 
* Their fluſhing cheeks, and trembles in their eyes. 
* Now they expoſe my weakneſs and my crimes ; 
No to the ſporting croud they tell my follies. 
| Enter Cratander. 
Crat. Sir, as I went to ſeize the perſons order'd. 
I met the prince, and with him fair 1/mena ; 
I feiz'd the prince, who now attends without. 
Phed. Haſte, bring him in. 
Ayc. Be quick and ſeize /mena. [ Exit. Cratander. 
Enter Hippolitus, with two Guards. 
.Phed. Could'ſt thou deceive me? could a ſon of 
Stoop to. ſo mean, ſo baſe a vice as fraud? 


Nay, 


HIPPOLITUS. 
Nay, act ſuch monſtrous perfidy, yet ſtart 


From promis'd leve ? 
Hip. My foul diſdain'd a promiſe. 
Phed. But yet your falſe equivocating tongue, 
Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion promis'd. 
But you are ripe in frauds, apd learn'd in falſhoods. 
Look down, O The/eus, and behold thy ſon, 
As Scirox faithleſs, as Procruftes cruel. | 
* Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monſters, 
From which thy valour purg'd the groaning earth, 
© Behold them all in thy own ſon reviv'd. 
Hip. Touch not my glory, leſt you ſtain your own: 
© I ſtill have ſtrove to make my glorious father 
* Bluſh, yet rejoice to ſee himſelf outdone ; 
To mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
As Theſeus juſt, _—_ Camilla chaſte. 
* Phed. The godlike The/tws never was thy parent. 
No, *twas ins monthly Cappadocian - hr, 
* Obedient to the , and beaten to her arms, 
* Begot thee, traitor, on the chaſte Camilla. 
* Camilla chaſte! an amazon and chaſte ! 
That quits her ſex, and yet retains her virtue. 
« See the chaſte matron mount the neighing ſteed ; 
In ſtrict embraces lock the ſtruggling warrior, 
And chooſe the lover in the ſturdy foe. ö 
Enter eſenger, and ſeems to tall earneſtly with Lycon. 
Hip. No; ſhe refus'd the vows of godlike T he/eus, 
And choſe to ſtand his arms, not meet his love; | 
And doubtful was the fight. The wide Thermodoon 
Heard the huge ſtrokes reſound ; its frighted waves 
* Convey'd the rattling din to diſtant ſhores, 
© While ſhe alone ſupported all his war; 
Nor till ſhe funk beneath his thund'ring arm, 
Beneath which warlike nations bow'd, would yield 
To honeſt wiſh'd-for love. 
..* Phed. Not ſo her ſon; 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames, 
On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
« Foe to thy father's perſon and his blood; 
* Hated by him, of _ yet more hated, + = 
e 
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* The laſt of all the wicked race he ruin'd. 
In vain a fierce ſucceſſive hatred reign'd 
* Between your fires; in vain, like Cadmus” race, 
* With mingled blood they dy'd the bluſhing earth. 
Hip. In vain indeed, ſince now the war is o'er : 
We, like the Theban race, agree to love, 
And by our mutual flames and future off-ſpring, 
Atone for ſlaughter paſt. 
* Phed. You future oft-f; 
Heav'ns ! what a medly's . what dark 1 
Of blood and death, of murder and relation 
What joy 't had been to old diſabled T heſeus, . 
c When he ſhould take the off-ſpring in his arms? | 
* Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, | 


And be upbraided with his grandfire's fate.” 
O wer Fans. youth 


E Too barbarous I fear. 7 Diftant Shout. a 
Perhaps e'en now his faction's up in arms, 

Since waving crowds roll onwards tow'rds the palace, 
And rend the city with tumultuous clamours! 
Perhaps to murder Phædra and her fon, 

And give the crown to him and his Jena 
But III preven it. [ Exit, 
Iſmena brought in by two Gentlemen. - 
Phed. What! the kind //mena, 

That war's me, watch'd my ſickneſs! oh, ſhe watch's 


me, 
As ray*nous vultures watch the dyin lion, 
To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 
Hark, hark, my little infant cries for juſtice ! 
© Oh! be ap ppeas', my babe, thou ſhalt have juſtice. 
Now all the ts of my godlike race 
Enflame my ſoul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
« Arſamnes, Minos, Fove, th' avenging ſun, 
* Inſpire my fury, and demand my juſtice. 
Oh! you ſhall have it; thou, Minos, ſhalt applaud i it. 
Ves, thou ſhalt * cop it in their pains below.” 
God of reven — He comes, he comes; 
And ſhoots elf thro” all my kindling blood.” 
I have it here. r baſe perfidious wretch, 


Now 
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Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 
Yes, your 1/mena ſhall appeaſe my 3 8 
1/mena dies; and thou her pitying lo 
Doom'd her — . —Thon too tal ſee her bleed, 
See her con and hear her groans ; 
Go, glut thy eyes wit thy ador*d N , 
And laugh at dying Pheara. 

Hip. O Iſmena | 

I/m. Alas! my tender foul would ſhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath its pains, 
In any cauſe but this. But now I'm ſteel'd, 
And the near danger leſſens to my ſight. 
Now, if I live, tis only for Hippollitus, 
And with an equal joy I'll die to fave him. 
Ves, for his ſake I'll go a willing ſhade, 
And wait his coming in th” Ely fields; 
And there enquire of each deſcen Ang ghoſt 
Of my lov'd hero's welfare, life, and honour : 
That dear remembrance will improve the bliſs, 


Add to th' Elyfian Joys, and that Heav'n more 


* happ 
zip. « O Tau nly virgin! [ {fge. P O imperial 


Let your rage fall on this devoted head; 
But ſpare, oh ! ſpare a guiltleſs virgin's life : 
Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue; 
Think with what warm compaſſion ſhe bemoan'd you ; 


Think how ſhe ſerv'd and watch'd you in your fickneſs; 
* How ev'ry rifing and deſcending ſun 
Saw kind 7/mena watching o'er the queen.” 
I only promis'd, I alone deceiv'd you; 
And I, and only I, ſhould feel your juſtice. 

Ia. Oh! by thoſe pow'rs to whom I ſoon muſt anſwer 
For all my faults ; by that bright arch of heav'n 
I now laſt ſee, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by ev'ry female art, 
Wrought his diſdaining ſoul to falſe compliance. 
The ſon of Theſexs could not think of fraud; 


''Twas woman all. 
Phed. I ſee twas woman al : 


And 


1 


— 


oy — — 
= - * W N 
- —— 22 „ — = 


So had II ſtood the ſhock of angry fate; 


Break from th' embraces of m 
Then catch with wide-ſtretch'd arms the empty billows, 
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And woman's fraud ſhould meet. with woman's ven. 
ance. | 

But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue ſhock me : 

A love ſo warm, ſo firm, fo like my own. 

Oh! had the gods ſo pleas'd, had bounteous heav n 

Beſtow'd Hippolitus on Phedra's arms, | 


So had I giv'n my life with joy to ſave him. 
Hip. And ean you doom her death? can Mines” 
daughter 
Condemn the virtue which her ſoul admires ? 
Are not you Phedra? once the boaſt of fame, 
Shame of our ſex, and of your own. 

Phed. Am I that Phedra? no; another ſoul, 
Informs my alter'd frame. Could elſe Iſuena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deſerve my love ? 

Aid me, ye gods, ſupport my finking glory, 
Reſtore my reaſon, and confirm my virtue. 

Yet, is my rage unjuſt ? then, why was Pedra 
Reſcu'd for torment, and preſerv'd for pain? 
Why did you raiſe me to the height of joy, 

Above the wreck of clouds and — below, 

To daſh and break me on the ground for ever ? 

n. Was it not time to urge him to compliance, 
At leaſt to feign it, when perfidious Lycon 
Confin'd his perſon, and conſpir'd his death ? 

Phed. gauze and doom'd to death O cruel 

Lycon | | 2 
Could I 1 doom'd thy death ? could theſe fad eyes, 
That lov'd thee living, e'er behold thee dead ? 
Yet thou could*ſt ſee me die without concern, 
Rather than ſave a wretched queen from ruin. 
* Elſe could you chooſe to truſt the warring winds, 
© The ſwelling waves, the rocks, the faithleſs ſands, 
© And all the raging monſters of the deep? 
Oh ! think you * on the naked ſhore; 
Think how I ſcream and tear n hair; 

ni 

And harrow on the ſand my bleeding boſom; 


And 
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And headlon plunge i 1 the 1 
dial fe eart relents, 


Hip. O 
And all my ts hams in tender'ft pity, 
oh ! refuſe not love ; 


Phed. If you can pity, 
But ſtoop to rule | in Creze, the ſeat of heroes, 
And nurſery of gods. A hundred . 
Court thee for lord, where the zich 
Struggle ſor thro' the ſpa — — — ; 
Where thonſand ſhips o'erſhade the leſſ'ning main, 
And tire the lab'ring wind. The fi Lane n. nations 
© Bow to its enſigns, and with lower' d 
© Confeſs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 
* The winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt ocean roll. 
© For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian warriors * 

© From rng? yews ſhall ſend their fatal ſhafts. 

_* Hip. Then t me march their leader, not their 

© prince; 

© And at the head of your renown'd Cy donians 
© Brandiſh this far-fam'd ſword edt La 4 T heſeus ; 
That Lmay ſhake th' Egypriax tyrant's yoke 
From 9 6 —.— — oak 
That willing nations may your laws, 
And your bright anceſtor, the ſun, may ſhine 
© On nought but Phedra's empire. 

* Phed. Why not thine ? 

© Dot thou fo far deteſt my proffer'd bed, 
As to refuſe my crown -O cruel youth ! 
* By all the pain that er- my tortur d ſoul, 
© By all the dear deceitful 14 gave me, 
O eaſe, at leaſt once more delude, my ſorrows, 
For your dear ſake I've loſt my darling 1 Ong ; 
For you but now gave my ſoul to death; 
For you Pd quit my crown and ſtoop beneath | 
„The happpy bondage of an humble wife; 
With wy Id climb the ſteepy /da's ſummit, 
And in the ſcorching heat an OD dews, 
< O'er hills, o'er vales, purſue the hon. 
« Careleſs of danger, and of waſting 
Of pinching hunger, and impatient ba, 
« Il find all zoys in thee, 
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* Hip. Why ſtoops the queen 
© To aſk, intreat, to ſupplicate, and pray 
© To proſtitute her crown and ſex's honour, 
To one whoſe humble thoughts can only riſe 
To be your flave, not lord i? 
« Phed. And is that all ?? 
See if he deign to force an artful groan, 
Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes ? 
© Hard as his native rocks, col has his ford, 
Fierce as the wolves that howl'd around his birth * 
He hates the tyrant, and the ſuppliant ſcorns. 
© O heavin! O Mims! O imperial Fove ! 4 
Do ye not bluſh at my degenerate weakneſs? 
Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble paſſions fly! 
Hence from my ſoul-——"Tis gone, tis fled for ever, 
And heav'n — my thoughts with righteous ven- 
eance. 6 
Thou male no more deſpiſe my offer'd love ; 
No more L/mena ſhall upbraid my weakneſs. 
 _- Catches Hip. ſword to tab herſelf. 
Now, all ye kindred gods, 1 own and ſee 
How Þ'll revenge you, and my ſelf, on Phedra. 
Enter Lycon, and ſnatches away the ,. 
Lyc. Horror on horror! Theſes is return d. 
Phed. T he/eus | then what have I to do with life? 
May I be ſnatch'd with winds, by earth o'erwhelm'd, 
2 than view the face of injur'd T beſeus. 
Now wider fill my growning horrors ſpread, 
My fame, my virtue, nay my phrenzy's fled : 
Then view thy wretched race, imperial Jove, 
If crimes enrage you, or misfortunes move; 
On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 
Me if your * ſpares, your pity ſhould deſtroy. 


[Runs off. 


xit Lycon, carries off the ſword. 
Hip. Is he return? be thanks to = pitying 22 i 
Shall I again behold his awful eyes 


Again be folded in his loving A? 
Vet in the midſt of joy I fear for Phedre-; 


= — - y 
———— — — — —— — 
— ———— —— ] — 


Lyc. This may do ſervice yet. 


I fear 
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J fear his warmth and unrelenting juſtice. | 
Oh ! ſhould her reach his ears, 
His tender love, by anger fir'd, would turn ; 
To burning rage 3 [vruaper; found] 2 


© Whoſe 2 juice glides o'er th? untaſting tongue, 
© Yet touch'd th fire, with hotteſt flames will blaze.“ 


But oh, ye pow'rs ! I ſee-his godlike form. 
O extaſy of joy; he comes! he comes 


Enter Theſeus Officer and Guard. 


Is it my lord ? my father! oh? tis he: 

© I ſee him, — «of * feel his own embraces ; 
See all the father in his joyful eyes, TE 
Where have you been, my lord ? what angry demon 


Hid you from Crete ? from me ? what has ſav d 

you ? 
Did not Philotas ſee fol? * anbuer me; 
And then I'll aſk a ueſtions more. 


The/. No; but to ſave — e I feign'd my death ; 
My horſe and well-known arms confirm'd the tale, 
And hinder'd farther ſearch. This honeſt Greet » 
Conceal'd me in his houſe, and cur'd my wounds ; 
I a veſſel, 200 to bleſs me more, s 

ccompanied m — 

But this at es by 4 me now indulge 
A father's fondneſs ; let me ſnatch thee thus, 
Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, ſuch, was I 


Embraces Hippolicas 
When firſt I ſaw thy mother, chats Corll 


And much ſhe lov'd me. Oh! did W view me 
With half that fondneſs . But ſhe's ſtill unkind, 
Elſe haſty joy had brought her to theſe arms, 
To welcome me to liberty, to-life, 
And make that life a bleſſing. Come, my ſon, 
Let us to Phedra. 
Hip. Pardon me, my lord. 
75%. Forget her oor treatment ; he's too good. 
Still to perſiſt in hatred to my ſon, 
Hip. Oh! let me fly from Crete, from you, Ati. 
and P hear a. 
T he/. 


— 


So Icon live——A ſaſe triumphant exile, 
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The/. „ ray pane this ſudden 


Why would you „ 

9; Not om my fuer, but from lazy Crete; 
ow and acquire renown z 

— — — eſcap'd your ſword, 

And make the world confeſs me Then fon. 

T he/. G 


1 


[Exit Hi 
While I attend the 1 
N thus my limbs? why faints my heart? 


Why am I thrill wit fear — — eh 


Where's now the j — 2 
Fc and — oe 


That warm'd my 

Oh, had T never low her, d been bleſt. 
Sorrow aud joy in love alternate reign ; 
Sweet is the bliſs, diſtracting is the pain. 
© So when the Nile its = _— 

And genial heat informs its ſlimy 

# Here yellow harveſts crowns the fertile 

There 3 ſerpents richt the 
1 — dls the fatten's fand, 


0 — 
[ Exit. 


ring 


Enter Lycon als. 
Lee. HIS ma rime uli al wealth's 
Fu * 
To ward my foes revenge, and finiſh mine, 
To ſhake that empire which I can't fs. 


But ther the queen—ſhe dies—why let her die; 
Let wide deſtruction ſeize on all together, 


Great in diſgrace, and envied in his fall. 
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The queen! then thy art and work her paſſions. 
— 

Draw her to act what moſt her foul abhors, 

Poſſeſs her whole, and thyſelf in Phadra. 
Phed. Off, let me z why, cruel bard'rous maids, 

Why am 1 barr'd from death, the common refuge, 

That ſpreads its'hoſpi arms for all? 

Why muſt I drag the infufferable load 

6 Of foul diſhononr, and deſpairin love!“ 

O length of pain lam I ſo often 

© And yet not dead? feel I fo oft 

Nor once can find its eaſe? 

> Lye. Would you now die? 

Now quit the field to your inſulting foe ? 

Then ſhall he tri | o'er your blaſted name: 

Ages to come, the univerſe ſhall learn 

The wide unmortal 1 of Pheadra : 

And the poor babe, the of foul, 

The . — lord, 

Shall be with his mother's crimes ; EE: 

I your ame, fall ik boon your ful 


re le ken, ut vt — in | 


129 1 5a tive to curſe the name of Phe? 

O dear, un bet maſt I bequeath thee 

e = — — 
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Vatck they reach my infant's head ? 

O loſt eftate ! © when life's fo a torment, 

And death uſelf can't eaſe ?— Affit me, Lycon ; 

Adviſe, ſpeak comfort to my troubled foul. | 
Lyc. Tis you muſt drive that trouble from your ſoul ; 

a Sr damm'd their ancient current, 

* And wand'ring o'er their banks in other channels 

© flow;”. 

"Tis you muſt bend your thoughts from 

And rind their courſe to T beſeus "boſom, 

And crown his eager hopes with wi w#s 4" worm 

Then with freſh —— 


adorn troubled loo 
Diſplay the beauties firſt inſpir'd his foul, 


's pangs, 


in my defruQion, 


hopeleſ: love, 


x 
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Sooth with your voice, and woo him with your ey 
Phed. Impoſſible ! what, woo him with theſe 
Still wet vith tears — — 
© This tongue, ſo us'd to found another name? 
„What, —ä—ů—— arms? O awful 7 
Touch, love, careſs him, while my wand ring fancy E 
On other objects ſtrays ? a lewd adultreſs - 
© In the chaſte bed ? and in the father's arms, 
(O horrid thought! O execrable inceſt!) ) 
C 2 the father's arms, embrace the ſon? 
Vet you muſt ſee him, leſt impatient love 
: 5 ould urge his temper to too nice a ſearch, y 
And ill-tim'd abſence ſhould diſcloſe your crime. 
* Phed. Could I, — yak oncogene 
* Congeal the wild diſorders of my ſoul? 
Would not I nn. my ſpeech betray 
„ WOK: { | 
© Betray thee, Phedra! chen thou' rt not bn. 
0 2 live GOT — 2 
0 pious mo eee e 
* Will charm the kind Hippolitus 
O wretched PAN a — — ! 
1 2 alone diſclos di 95 


„ — 
© Spite vows, ions. 
3 ph Do imprecations, oatha, or vows avail ?? 


'© I too have ſworn, ev'n at the alter ſworn, 
Eternal love and endleſs faith to Theſeus; 
And yet am falſe, forſworn: the ballow'dhrine 
That heard me ſwear, is witneſs to my falſhood. 
The youth, the very author of my crimes, | 
© Ey'n he ſhall tell the fault himſelf inſpir d; 
The fatal eloquence that charm'd my foul 
© Shall laviſh all its arts to my deſtrution.* 
He. Hippolitus, Oh, he will tell It al—De- 
ſtruQtion ſeize him. 


With ſeeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more to 3 will excuſe your folly ; ; 
Falſe tears ſhall wet his unrelenting eyes, 8 
And his glad heart with artful 6ighs ſhall hall heave; a 
348 en 
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Then 7 heſeus — How will indignation ſwell 

His mighty heart? how his majeſtic frame 

Will ſhake with rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent ? 

«« While the proud Scythian” ————- 

© How he'll expoſe you to the public ſcorn, 

© And loathing crowds ſhall murmur out their horror? 
-* Then the fierce Scythian—now methinks I ſee 


* His fiery eyes with ſullen pleaſures glow, 
Survey your tortures, and inſult your pangs ; 
© I fee him, - ſmiling on the pleas'd 1/mena, 
Point out with ſcorn the once- tyrant Phedra.” 
Phed. Curſt be his name! ma infam attend him ! 
May ſwift deſtruction fall upon his head, #3 
Hur by the hand of thoſe he moſt adores. 
By heav*n, prophetic truth inſpires your tongue: 
Ile mall endare the ſhame he means to give; 
For all the torments which he heaps on you, 
Mud juſt revenge, ſhall The/eus turn on him. 
Phed. Is't poſſible ? O Lycon! O my refuge! 
O good old man ! thou oracle of wiſdom ! 
Declare the means, that Phedra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accuſe him firſt. | 
Phed. O heav*n's ! accuſe the guiltleſs ? 


Lyc. e be accus'd ; let T heſeus rows Know your crime; 
Let laſting infamy o'erwhelm your ir inc 
Loet your — „ and * infant fall— 
a Shake off this 8 
With ready war prevent th' pL Ll foe, 
* Preſerve your glory, and ſecure your vengeance ; 
© Be yours the fruit, ſecurity, and eaſe, 
C Tho *** the danger, and the labour mine.? 
bed Heav'n's | Theſtzs comes, 
fon Declare your laſt reſolves, | 
Phed. Do you reſolve, for Phedra can do nothin g. 
8 [it Phædra. 


Lyc. Men, Lycon, heighten his impatient love; 
2 pity, now enflame his ra 


Quicken his „then quaſh em ü . 
Work his tumultuous paſſions into phrenzy; 2. 


* 


c b 
5 Enter 


New pleaſures 
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Enter Theſeus. | 
T heſ. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Fu- er 
Does ſhe ſtill ſhun me? O injurious heav'n'! | 
Why did you give me-back to-life? - 
Why did ſave me from the rage of battle, 
To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? 
Lyc. er no; ſhe loves you with ſuch fond- 


As none but that of 7 e er could equal: 
* Yet fo the gods have doomꝰ d, ſo heav'n will have it, 
© She neꝰ er muſt R —.— heut more. 
© The/. Not ſee her! by my but I will, 
© Tho” troops embattled 2 e my paſſage, 
And ready death op era chef? 
Not — 4 oh! Pl her in theſe m, 
© Break thro” the idle — that yet have held me, 
© And ſeize the joys my honeſt love may claim. 
© Lyc. Is this a time rj joy, when Phedra's grief 
* The/. Is this a time for grief? is this my welcome 
To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete? 
Not this I hop'd, when urg*d by ardent love, 
I wing'd my cager way e arms; 
Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phædra flew, 
With open arms to welcome my return; 
With kind endearing blame condemn'd my raſhrieſs, 
And made me ſwear to venture out no more. 
Ohl my warm foul, my boiling fancy glow'd 
With charming 8 
fil mind, all dangers, pains, 
Wars, wounds, defeats, i in that dear hope were loſt, 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager love ? 
© Purſue me till with unrelenting hatred ? 
* Invent new pains? deteſt, loath, ſhun my fight ? 
Fly my return, and forrow for wy ſafety ? 
© Lyc. Oh, think not ſo! for, by th* unerring gods,” 
When fr 1 told her of wiſh'd return, 
When the lov'd ſound of Theſeus reach'd her 4 
At C 
© Her feeble hands, and wat'ry — hoy 
© To bleſs the bounteous — . dear name 


The raging tempeſt of her grief was calm'd; 


Her 
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Her fighs were huſh'd, and tears forgot to flow. 
Te. Did my return bring comfort to her ſorrow ? 

Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely mourner. | 

Oh, I will kiſs the away; 

Suck from her roſy lips the fragrant fighs ; 

© With other fighs _ breaſt ſhall heave, ' 

© With other dews her ſwimming eyes ſhall melt,” 

With other pangs her _— heart ſhall beat, 

And all her ſorrows ſhall be loſt in love. 
Lyc. Does Theſexs burn with ſuch unheard of paſſion? 

And ſhall not ſhe with out-ftretch'd arms receive him; 

And with an equal ardor meet his vows 7? 

© The vows of one ſo dear!“ O righteous gods! 

Why muſt the bleeding heart of The/exs bear 

Such tort'ring pangs? while Phedra, dead to love, 

Now with accuſing eyes 2 — 

Stedfaſtl , and u $3 

No- with dumb wad gnef and humble ſhame, 

© Fixes her watry orbs to earth; 

© Now burſt with ſwelling anguiſh, rends the ſkies? 

With loud complaints of her ou us wrongs. 
The/. Wrongs ! is ſhe wrong'd ? and lives he yet who 
„ by — AN 

©, Hie ves, . P. , 

That Phedra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh revenge. 
T he/. Shall Theſens live, and not revenge his Phedra ? 

Gods ! ſhall this arm, renown'd forrighteous vengeance, 

For quelling tyrants, and redreſſing wrongs, 

Now fail? now firſt, when Phedra's injur'd, fail ? 

% OO let us hafte” W 

Speak, Lycon, haſte, declare the ſecret villain, 

© The wretch ſo meanly baſe to injure Phedrea, 

So raſhly brave to dare the ſword of The/exs. 
© Tye. i _ ſpeak, but fure her wrongs are 

© mighty. 

The pale cold — that deadens all her charms, 

< Her ſighs, her hollow s, her flowing tears 

Make me ſuſpect her monſtrous grief will end her. 
© The/. End her! end The/exs firſt, and all mankind ; 

# But mod that villain, that deteſted flave, * 


# . 


ta 
— 
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That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch. 
«© Lyc. Oh, noble heat of unexampled love! 
This Phedra hop'd, when, in the midſt of grief, 
In the wild —— of o' erwhelming ſorrows, 
© She groani ng ſtill invok'd, ſtill call'd on Th,, 
* The/. Did ſhe then name me? did the weeping 
© charmer 
© Invoke my name, and call for aid on 7. T heſeus ? 
© Oh! that lov'd voice upbraided my delay. 
© Why then this ſtay ?? I come, I fly, O Phedra, / 
Lead on. Now, dark diſturber of my peace, 
If now thou'rt known, what luxury of vengeance— 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. 
* Lyc. Oh! I beg you ſtay, 
2 7 heſ. What, ſtay when Phedra calls? 
Lyc. Oh! on my lance, 


By all the gods, my lord, 1 beg you ſtay 


. * Oh! I conjure you flay,” 


As you reſpect your peace, your life, your glory; ; 
As Phedra's days are precious to your ſo 
By all your love, by Phedra's ſorrows ſtay. 
Te. Where lies, the danger? wherefore ſhould 1 
ſtay ? 
Lyc. Your ſudden preſence would ſurprize her ſoul, 


| . the galling image of her wrongs, 


Revive her — indigation, ſhame ;? 
And all your ſon would her from your eyes. 
T heſ. My ſon ! —— But he's too good, too brave to 


wrong her— 


Whence then that ſhocking ch. that ſtrong ſur- 


PEAZE 
That fright chat ſeiz'd him at the name of Phedra ? 
Lyc. Was he ſurpriz d? that ſhew'd at leaſt remorſe. 
T Be. Remorſe! for what? by heav'n's, my troubled 


| omg 
Preſage ſome dire attempts.—Say, what reniorſe ? 


Lyc. I would not—yetI muſt: this you command; 
This Phedra orders; thrice her fault ring tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty ſcene to The/eus; | 
Thrice with loud cries recall'd me on my way, 5 

5 . An 
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And blam'd my ſpeed, and chid my raſh obedience, 
© Leſt the unwelcome tale ſhould wound your peace. 
At laſt, with looks ſerenely ſad, ſhe Fried, 


| Go tell it all ; but in Tack arcfyl words, 

Such 22 and =_ melting ſounds, 
As ma e move his pity ; 
As max incline tim s © ive his ſon * 
A grievous fault, but ſtill a fault of love. 


eV. Of love! what ſtrauge ſuſpicions rack * ſoul! 


5 As you 12 A clare what love! 


Lye. uſt declare. Yet, Ping 


Why muſt I EI ſpeak ? why muſt unwilling 
* the prince of 1 love to = ? 
T7 he/. Love to his m | tothe wife of The/eus / 
Lyc; Les; at the moment firſt he view'd her eyes, 
Eva at the altar, when you join'd your hands, 
His eaſy heart receiv'd the guilty flame, 
And from that time he pref with his * 
FD. Then ' twas for chis he dn den Crete; 
1 chought i it hatred all. © righteous h 
Forgive me, heav'n, forgive me, injur'd FEM 
That I in ſecret have condemn'd thy juſtice. 
Oh! *rwas all-juſt, and Tig ſhal . 
Ev'n on his ſon, revenge his Phedre's wrongs. 

' Lyc. What eaſy tools are theſe blunt honeſt 1 


Whs with Keen unger gorge the naked | 
Prevent the bait the Kalas av pr x 7: 
And poſt to ruin—* Go, believing * 


Go act thy far-fam'd, juſtice on thy fo 
Next on thy elf, and both make . Let. 
The/. Ha! am I ſure ſhe's wrong'd ? perhaps tis 


malice. 
Slave, make it clear, make good JIN TOR. 
Or treble fury ſhall reve 
_ Am Loa ds . * 
Be tho ht to forge ſuch 9 falſh 
© Gods! when the queen unwillingly complains, _ 
Can you ſuſpe& her truth? O Ice Theſeus ! 
Is this the Jove you. bear unhappy Phedra ? 
y I this her ber d fr ad? Go, wreiched matron, . 

o 1g 
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h to the winds, and rend th? unp pitying heavy n' 
Pk thy vain ſorrows ; fince relentleſs The/ſeus, 
0 127 hope, thy refuge, The/eus will not a thee.” 
7 Not g 18 my Phedra! not revenge her 
„„ : hid b6 
Speak, rake thy vocals; and then lis doom? s as fixt, 
As when Jeve nods, 563 high Olympus ſhakes, 
And fate his voice obey y 
Lye. wy Tes flay,” bear witneſs, heav? F. . 
With what reluctance I produce this od. wo 
This fatal proof againſt The unhappy prince, 
Left tt ſhould wor * our juſtice to His ruin, 
And prove he aim'd at force as well as inceſt. 
T be. Gods; ' tis illufion all! Is this the ſword 
* By which Precruftes, Scyron, Pallas fell ? 
© Is "his the w which my darling ſon 
Swore to employ in nought * acts of honour? 
Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haſt fulflPd * 
Thy gen'rous promiſe. | Oh, moſtInjur'd Phedra! 
Why did I traft to' his Aeceirful form ? 3 
Why blame thy juſtice, or ſuſpett thy truth ?? 
| Lyc. Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
| Seen his arm lock'd i in her diſhevelFd” hair, 
That weapon glittring o'er her trembling owe” F 
Whilſt ſhe with ſcreams refus'd His 1 impious love, 
Entreatin death, and rifing to the Wound! 
Oh! had you ſeen oF, when thꝰ affrighted Wt 


| 
KRetir'd ac bas ou ON ſeen 124 
| | In the chaſte * orts of webe far 1 
\ © Seizeanthe word to pierce her gailtleſs fa boſom z ; 
Had you ſeen this, you could not doubt her truth. | 
T he/.. Oh, impious monſter! oh, forgive me „Fbadra! 
| Ant may the gods infpire my in) jur'd ſoul, 
| wo c br vengeance” that may Tut crimes. . 
1 6: 4. For Phe arg's fake forbear to talk of vengean 
T br 1 new pains would wound her tender breaft, 
Send him away from Cyere, and by his abſence 
Give Phedra quiet, and afford him mercy. 
The. Mercy! for what? oh! well has he rewarded 
Poor PBædra 5 Mercy. —0 moſt barb*rons traitor ! 


"Id 


— 


— — = —_— — — — — —— — à — — 
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51 


Mercy l what's that? a virtue coin'd by vi 


lains, -- 
© Who praiſe the weakneſs which ſupports their crimes.” 
Be mute, 'and fly, 


leſt when my rage is rous'd, 
Thou for thyſel in vain implore my me 


Lyc. Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou Aoft, 
More than I do the juſtice thou're ſo fond of. | 


Now come, yu g hero, to thy father's arms, 
Receive the reward of haughty virtue; 
Now boaft thy race, and laugh at earth-born I. 


year. 
Aſide and Exit. 
Enter Hippolitus. > 


Theſe Yet can it bes This th inceſtuous villain ? 
< How great his preſence, how ere& his look, 

* How ex'ry , how all his virtuous mother 
« Shines in face, and charms me from his eyes! 
* ON O great founder of 6ur race 
* Why was be fram d with ſuch a Kea form look?? . 
Why wears he not ſome moſt dete 
< Baleful to ſight, as horrible to thought; 
That I might act my juſtice without grief, 
Puniſh the villain, nor regret the fon? 
Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret care 
Broods in your br and clouds your royal brow? _ 
Why dart your awful eyes thoſe angry 1 
And fright Mippolitus they” us d to chear? 

Tbeſ. Anſwer me firſt. "When call'd to wait on 

Pura, 

What ſudden fear pris d 50 our troubled ſoul ? 
Why did your ebbing blood f forſake your cheeks? 
Why did you haften from your father's arms, 
To ſhun the queen your duty bids you pleaſe? + 


18 M 622 to pleaſe We June? I'm forc'd to q bus 


Auth k tha hated abjeR from” Ber l 4:5 8 

y, What's the 2 of her ĩnvetꝰ rate hatred? 

E753 My lord, as 4 never gave her cauſe, | 

Theſ. 0 were it Y Lat.] When laſt did you 

attend her? 

. When laft red ker!tO ankappy queen! 1 

Your errors kaew]n, yet 2 diſdain 40 wrong you, 

0 2 
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© Orto betray a fault myſelf have bat 5 
" laſt attend her? - 
Nor dave ow me directly; | 
to trifle with your father's. rage. | 
p. My lord, this very morn ln queen. 

72 Fl What palt ? 

Hip. I aſk'd permiſſion to retire. 

The/. And was that all? 

Hip. My lord, I humbly beg, 

With the moſt low ſubmiſſions, 1 5 no more. 

' T he/. © Yet you don't anſwer with your low ob. 

* mifſions. | 
Anſwer, or never 2 * de me mare. 

Hip. Too much he nows, Ifear, without my telling 3 
And the 2 3 Nice and loſt for ever. 1 ny ü 
. Theſ. es, gods! and faulters at the qu 

Hisfears, his or, lee ko declare him guilty. Af. 

Hip. Why do you frown, my lord? Why turn away ? 
As from ſome loathſome 1 not your ſon? 

The/: Thou art that monſter, and no more my ſon. 
Not one of thoſe of, the moſt horrid form, 
Of which my hand has eas d the burthen'd earth, 
Was half ſo ſhocking to my fight as thou. 

3:06, 


ip. Where am 1, 75 is t 
Am awake ? am I Hippolitus, 
The/. Thou art that fend. Thon art Hippolitus, 
Thon art, —O fall! O fatal ſtain to honour! 
How had my vain imagination form'd thee? © 
Brave as Ada, and as Moor joſt. 


lee. 


ſtates, 
AN 3 


Sometimes it led me thro the maze of war; 8 
There it ſurvey d thee ran ing thro” the field, 
Mowing down troops, ranging 1 ng out deſtruction. 
Sometimes with wholeſome — REES ming 

© Crowning their happy joys with * an 

While you: ——_ = 

Hip. With all my father's ſoul infpir'd, 

Burnt with im . of early AS FOB 
To hunt thro” bloody fields the chace = 
And bleſs your age 28915 like your own. 

Gods, how that warm N how my an heart 
i to the i n * joy, IT 
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When you ſhould ſtrain WI dur folding arms, 
And with kind 4 with ſobbing 3 Joys, 
. © Commend my valour, wo confeſs your ſon! 
How did 1 think my glorious toil o'erpaid ? 
Then great indeed, and in my father's love, 
« With more than conqueſt crown'd !? 
Cry, Go on, Hippolitzs. | 
Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour ; 
Practice all the Rte and auſtereſt virtue, 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos: 
of thy father The/eus will reward thee. 
JA Raad che es; as Mine, would 
ward thee. 
Was Minos then thy pattern ? and did Minot, 
The great, the prod, the juſt, the righteous Mines, 
* The judge of hell and oracle of earth,” 
Did he i inf adultery, force, and inceſt ? 
© © © * Umena appears. we ps 
In. Ha! what's this? LA 
Hip. Amazement ! inceft ! BY 
Theſe Inceſt with Phedra, with thy 3 Phedra. 


Hip. Thas Sun I eren. 
80 — wy =_ 1 por oh dire; -o4 


Stuns m ; 
Theſ: L Ren et "his wake thee, "Sie „ 
248 | 
With which thy father md th thy infant hand, 
Not for this 4 —— O abandon'd flave! 
O early villain? moſt deteſted cee 
With this my inſtrument of s 
With this invade the ſpotl 1 5b "7 n 
Pbædra, my life, m RAY my queen 
That very Phedra, for whoſe juſt defence 
The gods would claim thy ford. | | 
His. Amazement ! death ! | | 
Heavns l durſt J raiſe the far-fam'd ſword of Theſ/eus 
Againſt his queen, againſt my mother's boſom ? _ 
Ti beſ. 2 not. declare when, where, and how you 
How Phodre gain n'd it 0 att ye gods he's filent. 
Why nar bar'd ? whoſe boſom was it aim'd at? 
C 3 What 


re- 
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What meant thy arm advenc'd, thy glowing cheeks, - 
': hy hand, heart, eyes? O villain ! monſtrous villain! 
Hi. Is there no way, no thought, no beam of Nene? + 
No clue to guide me._thro” this gloomy maze? 0 
To clear my honour, yet ir, my faith? 
* None, none, ye powr's! and muſt I groan beneath 
© This execrable hoad of foul diſhonour ? | 
* Muſt T Heſeus ſufter ſuch unheard of torture? 
* Theyeus, my father! No.“ I'll break thro? all; 
All oaths, all vows, all idle im pms, 
I'll give them to the winds. Hear me, y Lord; ; 
Hear your wrong © ſon. The fword—O . 4 
Enſnaring oaths, and thou, raſh 8 fool, 
* To bind thyſelf in. voluntary chains 
Vet to thy fatal truſt continue firm! 
+ Beneath. diſgrace, tho' infamous, yet honeſt,” 
Yet hear me, father: May the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curſes on eee 
Oh, may they doom me 
es, the will doom . | 
The Ford. ihe. word No  frvear, and call: to 
witn 
Heav'n, hell, e In e ane *© 
That breathes beneath ſuch complicated guilt. 
Hip. Was that like guilt, r expanded arms 
I ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd return? © 
Does this appear like guilt, when thus ſerene, 
With eyes erect, and viſage unappall'd, 
Fixt on that awful face, I ſtand the charge, 
Amaz'd, not fearing ? * Say, if I am guilty ; 
Where are the conſcious looks, the face now pale, 
* Now fluſhing red, the down-calt haggar'd eyes, 
Or fixt on earth, or flowly rais'd to catch _ Io 
A fearful view, hu ſunk again with horror? 
7 This is for raw, untau Abt, unfiniſh'd villains. 
Thou in thy bloom haſt 1 h'd th' abhor d perfec 
5 tion: 
Thy even looks could wear a «port calm, 5 
Te beauteous ſtamp (O Heav'ns !) of faultleſs vir- 
TH IX - 
* While thy foul heart contriv'd this horrid deed! TY, | 


& * 
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O harden'd fiend ! I'll hear no more! 

* Diſturb Ry ROO CS, ruffle thy ſmooth brow ! 

What, no remorſe! no 4 no prickin * 
No feeble ſtruggle of reLeliing bob aft * pangs 
20h! twas jo Joy, thy hee. hoard of bliſs, 


F To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in ns 
L To doat, to dwell on ; as rejoicin 


* Brood o'er their precious ſtores of t gold.” 

Hip Muft I not ſpeak ? Then ſay, unerring heavy? n. 
Why was I born with ſuch a thirſt of gl lory ? 
Why did this morning dawn to my dilkonour? 

Why. did not An Tae v with ready | death 
Prevegt the a hh + 

(3 m | 
Ben the ane ou heard your father's 408. 
And ſuch a father (O immortal gods l) 
* As held thee dearer than his life and glory! 
When chou ſhould'ſt rend the fries with. N | 


ief, 

« Beat * ad breaft, and rear thy 1 * 
Then to my bed to force your impious *, wn 
Wich horrid faſt c' inſult my yet warm urn? 
Make me the ſcorn of hell, * for ends | ; 
Theſe are the fun'ral honours to Theſens, © 
Theſe are the forrows, theſe t © dello rites. 8 
To which you'd call your Aches hov'ring Ipirit. 

"Enter Iſmena. 


In. Hear ne, 99 POET» TN oy fix his doom : 


2 to * 
Hear one chat comes to ſhield Nis nag * gp 
And guard his life with hazard of her own... 
The/: Tho? thou'rt the daughter of my hated bs, 
* Tho? ev'n thy beauty's loathſome to W eyes,” 
Yet juſtice bids me hear thee.” ' 
Jim. Thus T thank” you, _ [Xen 
Then know, miſtaken prince; his doneſt foul! 
Could ne&er be ſway'd by impious love to Phadra, 
Since I before engag'd his early vows ; 5 
« With all my wiles ſubdu'd 115 ſtruggling heart; 5 
For long his duty ſtruggled with his love.” 
The Speak, is this true? on thy obedience, fpeak. 


C 4 Hep. 


+ 

. 3 
21.1 

15 
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. Soch d. T own the dang'rous truth ; Lows 
hen Fob will, I lov'd the fair Jena. 

1725 Canſt thou be only clear'd by diſobedience, 
And juſtified by crimes? What, love my foe! 
0 Link one deſcended from a race of tyrants, 

* Whoſe blood yet recks on my avenging ſword !* 
I'm curſ each moment I delay thy fate. 

Haſte to the ſhades, and tell he ha Pallas 

* 1/mena's flames, and let him taſte ſu 

' © As thou 105 v'ſt me; go tell re ve , 

The pious ove you bore his daughter Phedra; 

Tell it Ir the chatt' ring ghoſts, — hifling furies, 
Tell it the grinning kends, till hell ſound nothing - 
To thy pleasꝰ d ears but Pedro, thy mother Phadra 
* Here * N 

Enter Cratander and Guard. 
Seize him, Cratender z take this guilty ſword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it wn 
And bid him die, at leaſt, ike Thefexr fon.” ne : 
Take him away, and execute my orders. 
Hip. we 6-05 how that me ! how it wounds | 


To think hr og onutterable Weben 
When you ſhall find 2; was guiltleſs 1 
Yet when you know the innocence you doom'd, 


When you ſhall * our ſon's x cl dy "Ad 
Oh, L beter you 


love you 4 
With my laſt words 12 word will 2 = 
Oh, for 


Nor woun H. — 2 
e ee 
my 


0 Let all my virtues, 
Freſh in your breaſt, woes forgot; 112 

The woes which fate, and not my father, wrought. 5 
* Oh, let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, | 
* Lot the hy Joann Me but not. de 


- 
Thef..*, Then care is for thy father's life, | 
O b ge — O young diſlembler ! | 


Well haſt the care thou tak R of TBH. ; 
O all ye gods ! Mor hi enflanes my tary, i 


1 Carpe 0 IE Oy rage; n 


Tremble 


HIPPOLITUVS. 


57 


Tremble to reach-thee, - No, diſhonour'd Tf , 


ener eomanta ad acereeagaN 
Snatch him away. 

Hip. Lead on- Farewell) Hanes 
In. Oh! take nie with him; 
O awfal Theſeus / yet revoke his doom. 
See, ſee the very miniſters of death, 


Tho bred to blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to ſave him. 


Thef. Slaves, villas, 6 her away.” © 

1/m. © Oh, tear me, cut . 
* Grow to ne * 

© Theſ. Viltains, away ! 

. O Theſew / . 

* Theſ. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome touch. 
Off, woman. 

0 2 On let me ſay! Pit tell-you all. 

| g Lee, ee. 

Already gone. Tell it, ye conſcious walls z 
Bear it, ye winds,. upon your ng wings 3 
_ © Refound'ir, Fame, with all your tongues. 
99 ! all heaven you. 
The conſcious walls conceal the fatal ſecret; 
* Th* untainted winds refuſe-th* inſecting load, 
And Fame itſelf is mute. Nay, — 
Thy own Jenes worn to thy deſtruction. 

y Bur fil, whate'er the cruel gods deſign, 
In the fame fate our equal ſtars combine, 


* And he who dooms thy death pronounces mine.” 4. ö 


* The/. Too well Þ know the tb: a 
on What cou'd fhe tell me but art, de 
Zy woman's art arri d fo turn the courſe - 


*.Y awretch, death verb 
« — OM _ 


irs OD Vert 75 
"Pie" e and L. a 


Lyc. 

« A By all che gods, recal the fatal meſſage. 

ann will you ſtand the dreaded rage of 50 
5 n 


Ty 


3 


- * 


CCUSE yourſelf! On my knees I beg you,. 
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And hrand your fame, and work yout own deſtructlon 
Phed. By 7 Wikis I'm branded, and by thee n ; 
Thou boſom ſerpent, thou alluring fiend! 
* ak hoaſt the miſeries you cauſe, 1 
the ruin you have ht on all. 
as it not your has faithful Is n 
Ber Toke, eber thought, * defign'd, contriv'd, or ated? a 
Has he done aught' without the queen's, conſent? 
6 PB. . to what than rf in- 
dt $5 
c Was that conſent ? 0 ſenfelels politician? ” 
When adverſe paſſions ſtruggle En hana, - N 
When anger * 2 oY ſorrow, guilt, Leber, 
1 Drove out my: reaſon, and ufurp'd my ſoul. 
Vet this conſent you plead, O Faithleſs e Bn 
* Oh, only zealous for the fame of Phedra!? 
c With this you blot my name, and clear your own ; 
And what's my ſnalb be call'd my crime. 
What then is thine? thou cool; deliberate villain, 
Thou wiſe, fore- thinking, weighing: politician! 
Lyc. Oh! r ſo black 2 crank my tongue re- 
At its own ſound, and horror ſhook tay foul. 
Vet ſtill, cho“ pierc'd wit fuck amazing anguiſh, 
Such was my zeal, ſo much I loy'd my queen, 
I broke thro” all, to fave the life of Phadra. 
Phed. What's life ? O all ye gods! can life atone. 
For all the monſtrous crimes by which tis bought? 
Or can I live, when thou; O foul of honour! - 
Q early hero! by myccrimes art nin d by te Kh bm» 
Perhaps ev'n now the appy you 555 
Falls by the ſordid h * butchering villains; 
Now, now ho bleeds, he dies. O eee ee, 
« gre, rich blood i „ ee WS,.. | 
. And Nature ſallies ia db den groans; 
« Now mortal diſtort his lovely form, 
His roſy beauties fade, his ſtarry eyes 
©" Now darkling beim, and fr their dofing fag aps; 
No in ſhort gaſps his lab'ring ſpirit 


97 And weakly flutters on K. faafe ring tongue, 


A 


HIPPOLLITUS. 3. 


* And firuggles into ſound.“ Hear, monſter, hear, 
With his laſt breath he curſes per; ard Phedra; p< 
He ſummons Phedre to the bar of Misr , "4s 
Thou too ſhalt there appear to torture thee. . 
Whole hell ſhall be — and ſuff ring bene 
Shall . r e ſee thee fill more wretched. 
oP O PB. hear me, bear me, 
a 57 di | 


1 anxious cares, 
© By thoſe 


t to ſerve you,” 7 
By theſe d of 2 hairs, * 
— Naber nen. ſhe min 
not My | 


5 


me not; bus f. 

RR O e Lycon 1 

To what art thou reſerwd ?? en 
Phed. Reſerv d. to 

The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt pains that 3 can furnih, 

To all 1 — eee, ſecure kin. 


. I 


WF. , 7 


Theſ: Dot at laſt repent ? 0 nets ./ 
At laſt with FT meet my.vows-? __ 

O dear-bought. blefing !—Yet I'll not complain, 
Since now my ſharpeſt grief is. all o'er paid, 

And only — joy. Then haſte my charmer, 
Let's feaft our famiſh d fouls with amorous riot, 
With fierceſt bliſs atone for our delay, _. © 
And in a moment love the age we "ve lol. f 

Phed. Sand, off; n 2 me not; * 

ence, 
Far as the diſtant ſkies or deep a 
T he/.. 2 death "Ye my kane the . 


What can this mean {forces dereftation, | hs 
* Softro orrence peak, exqui te tormentor 
Was E ee ee 

* With eager raptures, and tumultuous ee 
© Ey'n painful Joys, an and agonies of bliſs.” 5: 

Did I for this obey my Phegra's call, 

And 19 cembling bete meet her arms? 


LEI 


* That the black iniage ſhocks my frighted foul, 


Wu To honour, nature, and the genial bed, 


% 
7 5 2 * 9 — . 
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Lr 10 
8 e | 
* From the dull fethar Ne 
And doſt thou only Ap beauteous eyes 
„ To'wake tefpr. and Lint me with thts beams 7 
F * Oh, were that all to wick r 
« doors me! 


'6 But an heav*r has laid in fore for Thecus 


8 miſchief; fuck tranſcendent woe, 


6 And the words die on my reluant 
© The/. Fear not to 
Will make the ſadde 


tale of forrow 
And charm the grief it brings. Thus let me hear it, 
hus in thy | | 


t; thus n on thoſe 
23k 1627 1G 
ſtand the rage of Hearn... hy + af 
ed. OF, or I fy for ever from _ 
99 4 

ba. Forget the iis . 
6 1 J forget, or drive him from my foul ? 


Oh! he will ſilt be preſent to my eyes; 
- Ein words will ever echo in my ear we 


ir char harmious voice 


„O laſting „ 5 
6 That th contrive à crime fo foul as inceſt... 

* Phed. Inceſt! Oh, name it not} - 
The mention my inmoſt ſoul ;; | 
© The are ſtartled in their peaceful manſions 
And nature fickens at the ſh ſound. 
Thou, brutal wretch l thou monſter! 

0 To break the ll r ar xl . TT 


From un t reaſon, and: diftinguſh man; 
Mix like the ſenſeleſi herd with b . 
Mother and ſon prepoſterouſly wicked 

* To baniſh from thy foul the — ah] | 


+ An 


HIPPOLTITUS. 6s 
0 And'in re one ſo great, ſo as Thejeus tf | 
1 e 


© Slave ! to ung 


— — — 


Such dazzling 
Phd Vie Virtge | 1 ye know my virtue. 


Muſt I ſupport all this? © Heaven? 
Can't L yet *R ch could have borne, | 
Pointed his s ſings, and edg*dhis. ol 
Bur © be A diign), As E thee 
Ew'n all thy dreadful magazines" of pains, © 
Stones, arm = ee 0704 wie par FI * 
And Hell isfelt w relief. 29 
T bef. What's hell to hee? 4 7 
— nes: datt how comme? or what m6 


b pure ns Piet ber! 
Oh! cheeks webs ply, ba bk \ 
The faireſt pattern of encalling virtue. hah tg K 
Ons IIS glory, <\ 
, anchthe matvon's theme. | 
form 4758 


— rie 
Such heav'nly "thy e e, 

0 1 lain s crimey” 

But yet that @mneſs, —— Birks; 
As ſtill ſhall make the monſter more deteſted. 
Where: e er you paſs; the crmded way tall ound ( 
0 With joyful cries, and endleſs acclamations. - 
And when aſpiring bards in daring firains 
* Shall fag; She's gear, he's reve, der- 

2 'Þ Il She's "—_— s true, chaſte 
e 4 : 
Pha. Thie mnighthave bern—Bat now, <ruel 


« flank” 
* Now, as I paſs, the „den ound - * 
— 5 a 


9 


ſcorn, and murm 
* Thelateſt n * 
* And when th' avenging with pointed 

6 rhe 4 woman down 10 hell, 


* She'll ay / She'sfalfe, ſhe's baſe, ſhe's foul as Phe. 
* 2 Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid violation. 
Caſt any ſtains on purity like thine, .-- ” 
They're waſh d already in the villain's blood: - > 42þ2 

The very Gword,. bis inflremend — 4 4 

Ere this time drench'd in his inceſtuous heart,? | 
Hath dove thee jufice, © and aveng'dthe crimes, |; 

15 e er nenen gb: e“ 


: * 4 4 . Eater Meſſenger... rs © tA! 0 1 
Me. Alas I. my lord, Nat na *** ia 0 . 
Ere chi the 


d ed, r . 
Give him a {word ;-I ſaw him — 


Rear it on hi and poingis ts his a ad 
With ſteady: ond withedifieiafe) leaks, Cath 
a but ſcoru d to die, 
And not in battle & loud clamour follow'd ; - 
And the ſurround; — N 
But all pronounced dend. nr: 
Phed. Is he then dead? 1 "EU" 19, 22 07 » 
T he/.. Yes, yes, he's dead; nad dead bymrocmment: - 
Hon? in this — —— juſtice — 4 
'am more renown? in A laure 
Phed. 'Lhan thou's — — 221 


Oh, only web of the ent Bie! Wai NN 
Haſte then, . 
Unite for ever, . 69" mps 09ordb S353 31 1 t ir 
To ſhew:a pair ſo eminently wre n 

Theſ: Wietched | for what? for what the world wit 


praiſe me \ 
For what the nations ſhall adore erna. 
A. villain's death... TIN FF ST 1 LE IS: > 
Phed. Hippolitus a villain * nnn 
Oh, he was all his „ 
LL e of The/eus, and the hopes of e 5 
the braveſt of his godlike xace ; wolf * 


To 210 ſuch early hopes the paths of Nene 
. What can" this penn 2: declare ambiguous 


Menn 


* Say, v — theſe ſhiſting gula of daſhing 


* 


rage? - 
« Why 


HMIPPOLITUS ”7 * 
- Why re thy doubted {perches dark and troubled, 
Cretan ſeas when vext by winds 2 
y is.a villain, with alternate Mn, rs" e4af 17 
Accus'd and prais'd, deteſted OR: | 
Phed. Cank thou not gueſs? | 3 U 
Cankt thou not-read it in my furious paſſions ? 
In-all the wild diforders of my ſoul 0. 
Couldft thou nor fee it in the noble warm 


That urg'd the darling vont to ace of honour? ? 
© Couldit thau net find it in the gen us truüd 
* Which ſparkled in his eyes, n 4 


Couldft not perceive it in the Gale reſerve, 
In every word and-look, - each eat; 
Could thou not ſee Hippe was edes d- F u 
The/. Guiltleſs* O all ye gods can this mean? 
_ Phad. Mean} chat the guilt is mine, ——— 
Phadra, 144 464 16, 479% eri OE ELES = \ 
The maic's example, and the matyon's theme, | err 
Wich beſtial paſſion Od your loathing ſon. 
And when deny'd, Nn 1 4 
Sullied che las of his thining honor 3. * Nat 
Of my own crimes accnsd the faultleſs youth, 
op pg ee eee 
I tried in vain to hake. 
T hef. Is he then. 3 | $ * e 72 48 
Guiltleſs-? then what.artithow? n „ Hearn? | 
What a deteſted pazricide is The/eus, ? odd Rath = 1 
Phed. What am T ? what indeed, but i 
Than earch or Hell Ger bore ! . O horrid mibtture ( 
C Of crimes and woes, of and inceſt, 
« Perjury, murder, to arm the erring father 


1 dies ſon. O impious Tess 0 
In w rm „ | 


ee tr 1 | - n 
1 9 villain! 141 
Secure him, — prco-mealdicker, 
Hh Fore 21 $3 198 „ 


"Thy. "Who can it be, ye gods, but perjr'd % | 
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Who can infpire ſuch ftorms of rage, but * 
Where has my ſword left one ſo black, bur Lyn? 
Where, wretched Thou? im thy bed and heart, 

The very darling of my ul and eyes. 

O beauteous fend ! But truſt not to thy form. 

* You too, my fon, was fair; your manly beauties | - 
« Charm'd 2 heart (0 H to your de- 


« ſtruction 3; X 

© You todo were your virtuous foul ablicrr'd i 
* The crimes hats © rhe "> coerced 
Inceftuous-fury } execrable mard*refs ! ! 
Is there revenge on earth, * — 
Can art invent, or r 
Ev'n endlefs torture, which t not ſuffer z 

TOs e I II Sac 
Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
Thou needft not'claimn it, nioſt 2. _ 
From any hands but mine; T's 


— F 


I'd court the fierceſt pains, 

And Phedre's ſuf rings 

Ev'n now I falt a victim to t — 

Ev'n now a fatal draught wor our my bl; 


Ev'n now it curdles in my ſhrinkin 

The aps 4 r 2 er. 
Lycon broug bt 4 

The. Han 408 eſcap d my wrath? Yes, impious- 

Lyeon, 

on cher lt empty all my hoard of vengeance, 

Apa 2 my boundleſs rage. | 


7 5%. yrs x oh t n beſt deeds / REY 


a SH ty foul * pm Tt; 5 
. — bab 
Lyc. * Oh! chain me; w cn cron et me be the ſcorn 


* Of ſordid rabbles, and inful | 
Give me but life, 4 park, — ane 
„ Phad: Art thou ſo baſe, ſo ſpi a ſlave? 


Not ſo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, BY | 
ieee 4.4 6x Gd: 4 6 


. 


HIPPOLITUS. 6s 


Not fo he bore the fate to which · you doom'd Aim. 
< They. O abje& villain ! Tes it me Joy 
To ſee thefears that ſhake thy guilty ſoul, 
Enhance crimes, and antedare e 
© Oh, how thou' It howt thy fearful! ſoul away 
While laughing crowds ſhall echo to 5 2 
* And make thy pains their ſport. 
0 oy Any: him,“ 
im to all * furniſh; - 

14 U x4 be be d and galls, inpard alive; 
Then let the mangled . Axt on high, 5 
Grin o'er the houting crowds, s and dglucrheir ven a 
« Hence / away Lyon & of. 
And is this all? and art thou now * . 
gung, "7 CY 
O ungorg'd zppeti #pperite? 'O rav*nons thür tet 
Of a ſon's blood f what, not a day, 4 moment? 

Phed. A day, a moment: oh, thou 1 have tis 
Vears, a the round of circling 


Lo 


SM 


i, Vale, ; 


Eee Ut life of . 
T be. And yet with joy I flew to his 

Boaſted his fate, and tftiumph'd in 2 

Not this I mann to his 

When in Ber 1 ſhe 2 * 

The laſt cold Kiſſes er trembling lips, 

« Her laſt words now falt ring from her tongue,” 

And ach hes f will . | 

© When n F | 


Implor'd m neſs to her lovely ſon, 
To her 27. He, alas! ends 
An euiy in is the ber ſhades, 


(O Heav'n and earth !} by 'Theſeus doom'd, FEY 
Phed. He's doom'd. by 7 Theſexs, but accus'd by 


Phedra, 
Lycon 3 hatred. 


By Phadra's madneſs 
Yet with my life I ex r A 
And die for thee my deftroy'd. 
© Thee I 00 great 15d youth !) 

© Purſue 2 till, but now with chaſte defires ; 
« Thee thro the diſmal waſte of gloomy death, = 


« Drops from tid tow 


66. PHADRA AN 


Thee thro' the glimm” ring dawn, and purer day, 
* 'Thro' all th' Ear plains —— 0 knows Mims! 


Ely/ian plains ! There he and his Jen 


* Shall 1 port for ever, ſhall for ever drink 
bo — bes while I far off ſhall howl 


In lonel plains ; ; while all the blackeſt ghoſts 
* Shruik the baleful fight of Ins, 
And more accurſt than they.“ * 

T he/. I too muſt die; 
I too mol cya Sow os the burning thre 


' 
©. 


gate — 

C u ſmoaky circles rowls ; its 125 Waves * 
Hear, hear the ſtunning harmonies of woe. 
The din of As he chains, of claſhing whips, 
Of groans, or loud com a aol eg ſhrlcks, 
That wide thro? all its reſound. on 
How Ruge Week, 11 

Blaze from her g 
In horrid — We. 
Now, now ſhe drags me to the bar of Mes > ed 
See how. the awful ful ud of the dend 8 
Look ſtedfaſt hate, ed diſmay r 


See, Minos turns away 45 3 eyes; 
© Rage choaks his mobs wards the 


ee 

ind,” 0 ye 

What Lycon here? 0 O . villain! ! . | 
Then am I till on earth? By Hell I am, 5 Lig 


-' my 


A fury now, a ſco pete d for Lycon. 
See, the juſt bulnge olker tog to MY gengeance 


That impious ſlave. for reveng 8 
Thanks, Heaven, tis ſtrike „ 
[M; i/taking Theſeus for Lycon, offers to WI bin. 
Gua. Hear ns! *tis your lord.” | 
Phed. 117 lord! O Nina Hevn! 
Muſt each 2. moment riſe in crimes, 


«a4 


And 


HIPPOLIFTUS.. 67 
And ſallying e in parricid T 


«© This plimp/e o 
« Harß e e Jeene of £ : 
Ther tan not thy * ſure of death 


Compleat thy Wees —And if this ſuſkce not, 
Thou Minos do the reft. [Stabs Berkel... 


% Theſ. De rate to the la in ev ry paſſion furious. 


r "PF 
5" LD 


© Phad. I aft not, 
% Nor do 1 hope from thee forgiveneſs, Theſeus; 
** But yet amidſt my crimes remember f $22 
Dat my offence was not my nature's Aab. bo 
«© The wrath of Venus, w bes eſa ac, 1 
0 Ping lea oy Tat ahak guilty fires. bo ty 
© Refiftleſe goddeſs, 1 ff, thy * 
«© To thee 1 make Aalen of any 
% Venus avert thy wretched Phadre | S. 
„ Provt the lat vidi of ber fated line.” _ ow p 

The. At length ſhe's quiet,” .es dead;”? 
e Pl obey Ae end tv 9 FT 
E Et ippolitus, live: e . < 

© Then to the wars; and. a9 the Corgbinſinct 
„With claſhing ſhields and bra ed | 
8 The cries of fink Jore TEE r 
* And Nature's e in the din of arms. 
But what are arms to me? is he not dead 
For whom I fought? for wham my hoary age 1201 
Glow 'd with the boiling heat of youth in battle 2”, 
How then to drag a wretched Hife beneath _ .. 


=. Ati 


* * * on ww OS 2 


An endleſs roun of ſtill- ig woes, 7 
And all the gnawing pan vain remorſe? 
What torment's this ?—T N O greatly tbougbel 


Therefore do juſtice on thyſelf, and live 
Live above all: moſt wenn wretched. 
1/mena to0—Na' , avenging Heav'n «ic 


Has vented all its ra wretched maid ! : 
Why doſt hoe wie & indi in my raging gr grief? a 
- Why add to ſorrows, and embitter woes ? 


« Why do thy mournful eyes + eee 
The 


** thus recal to my afflicted 
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The fad remembrance of my ſon, 
Of that dear youth my. cruelty has murder d? 
ve * © gods your redae * of fre 

* Had dealt Tiff torment 10 my Am frame 
« Than'thit defftruttioer cord bath gioen my heart, 
« - Life pieli Beneath the ſound.” 

In. Nuin' d! O aft ye powers! O awful 7 36ſt 7 
Say, where's my lord | ſay, where has fate diſpos'd 
 —— 

O ſpeak! the fear difftats me. 
l Fheſ Gods? can I Peak? 


Can Ae His fare , ges, 
O love 


ly mid! et tow Ade of comfort, 
Thou ſhouldſt for ever be my only. care, 


* Work of, my life, and Tabour © foul. 

« For thee afone my fortows; Tull*s, Hall ceaſe, 
« Ceafe for a h to mut my. murder d 1 
« For thee Ame my ſwurd once more ſhall ra 
0 „ Then let your grief whick ft robb*d” opt | 
Then 0 f Ewa to thoughts 0 e 
: thy own e reig 85 5 The n 


821 the ea 
ee M own e e 
ebene 


6 « And think in 
« Im. * 4 reign, 1 nay, muſk 

© Not ſo, O godlike ! Wt le, 

« You," A ale youu: 2 Cretan empire, 

And yet a nobler gift, the Phedra. 

© Shall I then take a crown, a guilty cron, 

From the relentleſs hand that doom'd t Sack ? 

« Oh! "ris in death alone I can have eaſe, | 

* And thus I find it. [Offers to. fab ble; x 

Euter 
r Kip. © forbear 7 


Hippolitus. 
nen 
Forbęar, chaſte maid, ous. tender boſom- 
* © Heav'n and eartk ! ſhonld The reſolve to die, 
And ſnatch all beauty from the widow'd earth 3 
5 gods! The'd fall a victim? 
* Het 


O heav ny we Rev 
| 100 


Was it for me 


HIPPOLITUS. 


4 Revive, Iſmena, 


K᷑Ketura 40 light, 40 happing/s L. hve,” 
See, ſee thy own Hippalitus, who * | 
And hopes to live for thee. 
Im. Hippolitas ! 
Am I alive or dead? is this Zlyfum? 
© *Tis he, tis all Hippolitag. Art well? þ + 
Art thou not woundel ?” 838 
T he/, * O unhop'd-for joy!” 
— 1 3 me ſſy into arms 28 1 
Speak, ſay, what god, what 4% teſery 7 
Didſt thou not Wik thy fa Agee * 
My ſword, into thy breaſt ? 
Hip. I awn'd it PT + 
But turn'd it from myſelf, 4 flew e 
The guards, not truſted with his fatal order, 
Granted my wiſh, and br me to de Bache 3 
1 ee but could not bear 
Of The/eut* ſorrow, aud [/meng”s loſs ; 
Therefore I haſten'd to. your royal ae. | 


7 


# 


Here to feceiye my doom. \ ps pe 
, The/+ Be this thy doom, LL 44D 
To live for ever in ue arms. ds 
Go, beav'nly pr, and with your r virtues, 
' Your cour truth, your innęcence and love, 


Amaze an charm mankind ; and rule that . 
For which in yan your rival Fathers fought. 
In, O Killing joy? 
Hip. O extaſy of bliſs ! 185 
Am I poſſeſs'd at laſt of my Lmena ? 
* Of ou cel maid, O pitying gods! 
* How ſhall I k your bounties for my ſuff rings, 
© For all my pains, and all the he pangs Pve borneg 
Since twas to the 
Ml. them I owe the — — . 7 beſeus,” 
et there lies heavy on my heart, 
For the ans fate of hapleſs Pedra 
The/. Deep was her anguiſh; for the wrongs the 
did you. 
She chole to 2 and in her death deplor'd 


Your 
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Your fate; and not her own. 

Hip. © I've heard it all. Unhappy Pbæ ara“ 
Oh! had not paſſion ſully'd her renown, 
None &'er on earth had ſhone with equal luftre ! 
* So glorious liv'd, or ſo lamented died. 3 
Her faults were only faults of raging love, 
Her virtues all her own. ; 

* 1fm. Wann Phedra ! 

Was there no other way, tying os! © 

No other way to crown J Pirying pow” 
Then muſt I ever mourn her cruel fate, 

And in the midſt of my triumphant joy, 
* Ev*'n in my hero's arms, confeſs ſome ſorrow.” 
Theſ. O tender maid! forbear with ill-tim'd grief 
To damp our bleſſings, and incenſe ar hanks 
But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks 
For all the wonders in our favour wrought 
That Heav'n, whoſe mercy reſcu'd erring Nhe, 
From execrable crimes, _ endleſs woes. 
Then learn from me, gs that rule the world: A 
With equal poize let Ede 8 Juſtice way, 8 


And flagrant crimes with certain ven 1 
But * are clear, the trols de, 
Hip. T ghteous gods that innocence require, 
Protect the goodneſs w Fee inſpire ; x 
* Un virtue 8 arts defies, 
© Th? accug'd is happy, while Cas” dies? 
cy 1 amnes. 
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Ls t6-night your pity I implere 
For one who never troubled you before : 


An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Ibo from Eu—ripides makes Phædra ſpeak . 
And comes to town to let us moderns know 
How women low'd two thouſand years ago. 
If that be all, ſaid I, een burn your play, 
Egad, wwe know all that as well as they : 
Shew us the youthful handſome charioteer, 
Firm in his ſeat, and running his career; 
Our ſouls would kindle with as gen'rous flames 
Hs ver inſpir d the ancient Grecian dames © 
Evy Iſmena would refigu ber breaſt, - 

But, as it a, fox flauncing Flanders mares 
Are Gen as good as any two of theirs ; * 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the buſtle you have ſeen to-day, 
And Phzdra's morals in this ſcholar's play; 
Something, at laſt, injuſtice, ſoould be ſaid, 
But this Hippolitus /o fills one's bead 
Mell! Phædra h as chaftly as fbe cou d, 
For ſhe was father Jove's own fleſb and blood; 
Her aukward love, indeed, was oddly fated, 
She and her Poly were tco near related; 


E FP N eqs. 
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And yet that ſcruple had hem laid afide, 
Theſeus had D: , 
4 he came, what ad - Lav / 4 to now, © 
But that all matters flood in ſtatu quo: vi, 
| There was wo harm; y ſes ; or grant there were, 
She might want cunduct, but he wanted cars. 
'Tvas in a buſband little Ieſi than rade, 
Upon his wifPs retirement 10 battle © 
He ſhould have ſent a night or two "Bifere, 
That he would tome ern at ſuch an hour ; Ee 
. Then he had eu al tragedy rojo, 
Found ev'ry think n. to bis reft; © 
The picquet friend difmiſi'd, the co all Fry. 
4 Jpeuſe alone, tipdzient For ber dear: 
But if theſe yay b come ob ice” 
£ Wed etc eee * 
your more Jertous judgment muff — 
The dire ed of ber unhayyy flame ; Rt 
Lier, ye chafte*matrons, -@nd a render Fair, | * 
Let love and im tiigaye your care ; | 
My ſpetheſe flames tower protein tate,” 
4 * N eee. 4 
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By a Fx1end. 


FT has the buſtin'd muſe, with action mean, 

Debas'd the glory of the tragic 3 : 

While puny villains, dreft in purple pride, 

With crimes obſcene the Heaw'n-born rage bely'd. 
To her belongs to mourn the hero's fate, 

To trace the errors of the wiſe and great; 

To mark th* exceſs of paſſions too refin'd, 

And paint the s of a god-like mind; 

Where, mixt with rage, exalted thoughts "combine, 

And darkeſt deeds with beauteous colours ſhine. 
Such lights and ſhades in a well mingled draught, 

By curious oe of artful pencils wrought, 

WH, 2 Joft deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 

Pleas d with ibe conflict of the Various aye. | 

T hus through the following ſcenes, with ſweet . 

Virtue and guilt in dread confufion riſe; 

And love bon, at once, and grief and joy. 

Pity and rage, their mingled force employ. 
Here the ſoft virgin es „ with ſecret ſhame, 

Her charms excell'd by Friendſbip's purer flame, 

 Farc'd, with relu&ant virtue, to approve 

The gen'rous hero who rejects ber love. 
Behold him there, with glocmy paſſions flain d, 

A wife ſuſpected, and an injur'd pool 

: Yet ſuch the toil where innocence is 7 1 0 


That raſh ſuſpicion ſeems without a 5; 
r _ 


We dread awhile, left beauty 

Mark well the black revenge, the cruel puile, 
T he traitor-fiend trampling. the lovely Jet” 
Of beauty, iruth, and innocence oppreft ; 
Then let the rage of furies fire you + breaft. 

Vet may his mighty wrongs, his j 77 «ft diſdain, 
His bleeding country, his low'd father ſlain, 
His =; de, your admiration raiſe, 

And crown him with acts r praife. 
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ACT. 1. SCENE I. 
du. Nauen. | 

Enter Zanga. — and Bhtning. 

W ane n want of 
peace, 


Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell; 
But horrors or not diſpleafing to me! 4 
I like this rocking of the battlements. 

Rage on ye winds, burſt clouds, and waters roar. 
You bear a e eee 


And ſuit che gloomy habit | 
Enter etl, f 
Who's there? My love! 


{/ab. Why have you left my bed? * 
Your abſence more affrights me than the ſtorm. 
Zan, The dead, 1 in ſuch a night can ren. 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away! I chooſe to be alone. 


Jab. I know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 


Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night be walks of contemplatiqn? * 
Somethi Sandal hangs upon your heart, 
And JI will know it: by our loves I wlll. 
To you I facrific'd my virgin fame; 
4 Te muck to fare Haar Bitairy © 
Zan. In 9 fool! then hear me, and de 
ung” 
In hell's abyſs, by ever it eſcape thee. 
To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 
A's J hate 


* 
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I hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 

Lab. Hate Alonso! 
I own, I thought Monzo moſt your friend, 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. 

Zan. Hear, then. 'Tis twice three years fince that 

eat man 
(Great let me call him, for he con. ner d me,) 
Made me the captive of his arm in ght: 
He flew my father, and threw 2 me, 
While I, with pious rage, purſu'd revenge: 
I then was young, he plac'd me near his perſon, 
And thought me not 8 by his ſervice. 
One day (may that returning day be night, 
The ſtain; the curſe of each 2 year!) 
For ſomething, or for nothing, in has _ 
He ftruck me. (We I tell it, do 1 
He ſmote me on the cheek. I did k; 44 him, © 
For chat were poor revenge. ——F'er fince, his A 
Has ftrove to bury it beneath a heap 
Oft kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inſolent thought! and like a fecond blow! 

Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs ; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge. 

Lab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your fry: 
To ſee your ſtreng emotions es me. ; 
Zan. Yes, woman, with' the temper that befits it. 
Has the dark adder venom ? ſo have I 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhanour, 

I from that da kave curs'd the riſing ſun, 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my 
I from that day have bleſt the coming night, 
Which —_— to conceal ĩt; but in vain; 
The blow return'd for ever in my dream. 
Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
Of ample vengeance; none is yet arnv'd. 
Howe er at preſent I conceive v:arm hopes 
Of what may wound him ſore in his ambition, 
Life of his life, and dearer than his foal. 


By 


The chance of battle 


To ſtir her 


Indeed her father, who tho' hi 
And 
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By ni 2 d to ki 
The have a 
They Kart. ent} to ee bly favour. 
F alli in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 
1/ab, Juſt as T enter'd, an expreſs arriv' d. 
Zan. To whom? 
1/ab. His friend, Don Carlos. 
_ Lan. Be propitious, 
O Mahomet, on this important hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd ſoul revenge : 
What 1s reven be courage to call in 
Our honour's „ and wiſdom: to convert 
Others? ſelf- love i into our own protection ? 
But ſee, the morning dawns ; 
P11 ſeek Don Carls, and enquire my fate. 


7 


[an. 
s CE NE, 4 Palacr. 


r ü Go 


Man. My lord Don Carkes, what brin for depends 
Car. Alonzs's lory, and the Moors I; 
The field is d with twice ten thouſand flain, 
Tho? he fuſpeRts his meaſures were _ 
He'll ſoon arrive. O, how I long em 


embrace 
The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends !— 
I lov'd fair Leonora long before 


ve me to the Moors, 
From whom ſo late 4 + gave mer free; 

And while I d in bondage, I deputed 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love, 

, and fan its fires for me. 
Man. And what ſuccefs ? 


Car. Alas; the cruel maid 


At court, 

with the king, wealth at heart, 

To heal his devaſtations from the Moors,” 

. Pm richly freighted from the Eaſt, 

fleet now ſailing in the fight of Spain, 

eav'n guard It ſafe thro fuch a dreadful ſtorm !) 
A4 Careſſes 
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Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. I + 
Man. Her aged father, ſee ! leads her this way. 
Car. She looks like radiant truth, 

Brought forth by the hand of hoary time 

You to the port with ſpeed, tis poſfible | 

Some veſſel is arriv'd, Heav'n grant it bring 

Tidings which Carios may receive with joy 


Enter Alvarez and Leonora. 


Alv. Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, = 
And earneſt counſel. 1 

Car. Angels ſecond you!l 
For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. | 

Alv. Daughter, the happineſs of life de 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice ; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, _ 
And clofer view'd, you'H find they are unwiſe : 
Some flaw in their own conduct hes beneath, 
And 'tis the trick of fools to ſave their credit, 
* Which brought another Janguage into uſe:? 
Don Caras is of ancient, noble blood, . 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 
For him the ſun is Iaboumng in the mines, 

A faithful Dave, and turning earth to gold. 

Hts keels are freighted with that pow'r, 

By which ev'n kings and emperors are made. 

Sir, you have my geod wiſhes, and Thope [7 Car, 
My daughter is not indiſpos'd zo hear you, [Ex. Alv. 

Car. O Leonora why art thou in tears ? 1 

Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was ? 

Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 

Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene. 

Will you for ever help me to new pains, 

And keep reſerves.of tarment in your hand, 

To let tem looſe on ev'ry dawn of Joy 4 

Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion. o'er my tears; 

daughter ſure may be right duvufal, . 

W hoie tears alone are free from a reſtraint. AY 
2 | * Care 


THE REVENGE _. 9 


< Car. Ah my torn heart! 
* Leon. Regard not me, my lord, 
© I ſhall obey my father, 
Car. Diſobey him, | 
© Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
* With abſent eyes and alienated mien, 
« Suff ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common comfort to be pity'd, 
* And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs 
And ſo beenvy'd, and be e hoe! 
© Love calls for love, Not all the pride of beauty, 
© Thoſe eyes, that tell us what the fun is made of, 
* Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life, 
* Thoſe hills of driven fnow, which ſeen are felt; 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 
© The 4 the fabftance 8 of an inward paſſion, 
And the rich rich plunder of a taken heart. 
* Leon.” Alas! my lord, we are too delicate; 
And when we graſp he happineſs we wil d, 
We call on wit to it away: 
A plainer man would not feel alf your | wendy 
But ſome have too much wiſdom to be Kapp: 
Car. Had I known this before, it had 
I had not then ſolicited 7 father 
To add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, 
Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. 
Give me yoyr hand Nay, give it, Leonora; 
You give it not——nay, yet you give it not ·— 
I raviſh it.— 
Leon. I pray, my lord, no more. 
Car. Ah, why 7 fo ſad ? You know each and does 
ſhake 1 
* Sighs there, are tem here. 
« I've heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heav's ;; 
What is my guift, that makes me fo with yo 
Have I not languiſh'd proftrate at thy feet? 


Have I not liv'd whole fon —_ thy fight ? 


wel: 
* 


Have I not ſeen thee where haft not been ? 1 
And, mad with the idea, clafp'd the wind, 
And doated upon nothing? 


A 5 Leon. 
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Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carlos, by 3 my faults, 
And *. how 28 tefi 2 
Alas! m wo pra 
* could 12 geſt > tn. 

han D | 
Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But bid phyſicians talk our veins to temper, 
And __— gument new-ſet a pulſe; 
Then think, 4 of reaſoning into love. 
1 Moſt I chen deſpair? Do not ſhake me thus : 
| My tempeſt-beaten heart is cold to death. 
Ah! turn, and let me 32 me in-thy beauties. 


Heav'ns ! what a gave but two nights paſt 
Of matchleſs love To ig fling me at thy feet, 


I ſlighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame; | 
Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle: 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left - 
The promis'd fight, I left Alonzo too 
To ſtand the war, and quell a world alone. [. rTumpets. 


Leon. The victor comes. My lord, I muſt withdraw. 
* Car. And muſt you go? 


Leon. Why ſhould you wiſh my ſtay? 
* Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 
* My preſence none; it pains you and myſelf : | 
For our ſakes permit me to withdraw. Er. Leon. 
Car. Sure, there's no peril but in love. O how 
My foes would boaſt to ſee me look ſo pale?” 


| Enter Alonzo. 
Llano ! | 


Alon. e am whole again; | 
Claſpt in thy arms, it makes m heart entire. 
3 Har. . N dare I thus 4 ꝗ— the conquerpr 

ic > 
Ves, much more, Don Carlos friend. 
The conqueſt of the world would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diftance in thee. 
I riſe in virtues to come nearer thee. 
199 uer with Don Carle: in my eye, "7 
us I claim my viQtory's reward. — Bm. 

Car. 


' But love, 
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Car. A victor indeed | ike arm 
Has made one ral the — | or 
Such numbers fell! and the ſurvivors fled 
As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, 
When the tem ſea comes roarin on them. 
Alon. Twas Carli conquer'd, twas hi — hatas 
Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 
And threw my former actions far behind. 

Car. I love fair Leowora. How I love her! 
Yet ſtill I find (I know not how it BY + 
Another heart, another ſoul for thee. 
Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like muſick, pure the joy, without alloy, 
Whofe very rapture is tranquulity ??: 
wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 
Heighten'd indeed all mortal pleaſures, 
But mingles pangs and madneſs im the bowl. 


Enter Zan 

Zan. Manuel, my lord, returnin from the por, 
I. NSEY moment and _ 

Car. In peivace tual — , Tü 9. 
No buſineſs can detain me long from thee. [Ex. Car 
Zan. My lord Alonzo, I obey'd your orders. 
Alon. Will the fair Leonor paſs this way ? 

Zax. She will, my lord, and ſoon. 
Alen. Colne next me, Zanga; 

For I dare open all my heart to the. 
Never was ſuch a day of triumph Der 
There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That flowly follow'd my proud chaviot wheels; 

With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 
Bot is a god to me: Fam moſt wretched. 
In his captivity, thou know*ft Don Carla, 
My friend (and never was a friend more dear} 


Deputed me his advocate in love, 

To talk to Zeewera's heart, and make 
1n her thoug E 
Indeed, 


A tender 
What did I do? 1 lov'd m 


One thing chere is might 


— Ff 
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(If ſuch offence admits of being leflen'd) 


I thought him dead ; for (by what fate I know net) * 
His letters never d.me. 


Zan. thanks to 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has hap 


'd. 
Alide. 
Alon. Ve curs'd of heav'n ! I lov'd myſelf, and now 
In a late action, reſcu'd: from the Moors, 

J have brought home my rival in my friend. 
Zan. We hear 3 that . 
Vour int arm preſery'd his life. 

Alon. 1 id—with more than e of mine; 
For, O! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhecomes—1'll take my leave, — 

Zan. Hadſt thou a chouſand lives thy death would 

pleaſe me. | 
Unhappy fate! My country overcome [ "Ul | 
My. fax years .af ance expir 
Would — — 2411 vt al alone: 
But others groans ſhall tell the world my death. 4 
Exter Leonora. | 

Aon. when nature ends with anguiſh like to * 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of © Iu ſun, 
And bid his light adieu. i 

Leon. The mighty conqueror 
Diſmay'd! I thoug gave. the foe your ſarrows. 

tho. O cruel anfalt! are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing, but a love for you 22 draw? 


2 I auell d in hope by that to | JT) 
plain not: 


ur leave to ſigh . but 
Twas but a world, and you — 

Leon. That paſſian which you boaſt of is your guilt, 
A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your crimes as matives of my love. | 

Alon. a. madam, ought A wo 4 > $ID you 

lame; 
"Fis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 1 
Without the cenſure both of earth and — 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 


Farewel for ever. This ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it ſweet to die. 


Leon, 
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- Leon. Farewell for ever! Sweet to die O hexy'n 
IA. 


What could I do? In duty t to my friend, 
I ſaw you; and fee, is to admire. 


For Carlos did 1 plead, and moſt Ga 
© Witneſs the thouſand ies it coſt me, | 
You know I did. I ſought but your eſteem | 


If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 
8 Loben Net d, nay, wept; but . der! it: 
6 And ſure it is no crime to be in —_— 
© But grant my crime was greatly curs d: 
* What would you more? Am I not 2 
This uſage is like on the murder d | 
When life is fled ; moſt barbarous, and unjuſt.“ 

Leon. If from your guült none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, 
It might be ſo..—Farewefl. leg. 

Alon. Who ſuffers wich me? th n 

Leon. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me 

© Alon. Al? —— can fear to „ 
« Since I already know your hate? Your actions 
Have lang fince ore" that. 

Leon. flatter d 

Alon. How ? Natter“ me! 

Leon. O ſearch in fate no farther! * 

© Thate thee! O Alonzo, how I hate thee ! 
* Alon. Indeed ! and do you weep for hatred too 
O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart ! 
I hope it moſk—and yet I dread it more. * 
Should it be ſo; ſhould her tears flow from thence 


How would my "foul blaze op in Andy 
Ah, no! how fink into the horrors ! 
Why would you "hem, 1 = ſtay ? 


«© a «a a „ 


Leon. 
Alon. What means theſe tears 
Las. 1 weep by chance, nor have my tears a mean 


IND — 


But, O! when firſt I ſaw Alonzo's tears; 
I knew their meaning well. 


[Alonzo | 
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| [Aloazo fell paſſionate on bis nee, and takes ber 


Alon. Heavens! what is this ? That excellence for 
Petre was planted in the heart of man ; , 


Virtue's ſupreme reward on this fide heav n; 

The cordis of my ſoul ! and this deſtroys me 

* Indeed, I Aatter'd me that thou didſt . 

| I Alonzo, . _— 

6 OV1 W1 on, 

6 * And ragged lng» I: tar be ſome excl. 
nkind ! you know I think your, love a 


* blefing 
* Be ood oh pron bleflings ; tis the price 
| Of fighs and groans, and a whole year of dyin 
14, * * the curſe of curſes 0 * 2 
Leon. Ala! 
- Alon. What {a N. my love > . | 
Tess. Was it for vou, my R 
In finding out to our love? 
N or weak my virtue, | 
It was unſafe to leave that part to, me ? 
Alon. eee als? 
Leon. Indeed, my father once had thought way 2 
But marking how the marriage n 12 
Long he ſtood doubtful, but at ſolv'd 
Your counſel, which determines him in all, 
Should finiſh the debate. 
Abs. O agony! 
Muſt I not only . I 
Myſelf the infrument? not only die, react | 
But dagger in m heart m 
Bur plunge th on calamity why 
Leon, What do you tremble le you ſhould be 
mine? 
. For whos ON can you tremble ? not for that 
M laces in your power to alter. 
"ler. Whar's in my my pow'r — 0 Yes, to fab my 
e 
"ou To ſtab your friend were barbarous, indeed 
pare 


Spare him and murder me. I own, Alonzo, 
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E 


Fou may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe, 


© I ftart'at them myſelf, they fright my nature, 


O night, fall on me! CN EE Conch.” 


Great is my fault, but blame not me alone, | 
© Give him a little blame, who'took ſuch pains ; 


© To mak 
y pool nm — Laar a pexſe, Leon. Jpeakt, 


© Alon. Torment! 

© Leon. O my ſhame! 
© I ſue, and ſue in vain; t u mot j juſt. 
When women ſue, they ſue to be deny d. 
© You hate me, rer 
For what I've I hate and fcora myſelf. 


Alon. Furſt, periſh all! 
© Leon. Say, what have you refolv'd? 
My father comes, what anſwer will you give him? 
* Alon. What anſwer! N 
and read it there Devote thee to another! 
© Not to be borne! a ſecond look undoes me. 
Leon. And why undo you? Is it, then, my lord, 
© So terrible to yield to your own wiſhes, ; | 
© Becauſe they ha to concur with mine? 
© Cruel! to take fuch pains to an heart, 
Which you was conſcious you muſt with parting. 
| *. lan.” No, Leoners, am thine for ever, 
In ſpight of Carlo Ha! who' s that? my friend? 


Starts ide from ber. 
«* Alas! I ſee him pale, 1 hear groans ; 
He foams, he tears his hair, he raves; he bleeds, 
a (I know him b myſelf) he dies diſtradted. 
© Leon. How ful to be cut from what we love ! 
© Alon. Ah! ſpeak no more. 
* Leon. „ Jene 
Alen. Oh! aj 
e? 


© Leon. Is it 
> 


oh SY 


An Ob—— 
* * Yes, take a limb; but let my yirtue ſeape. 1 
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* Alas! my foul, this moment I die for the. £ 


© [Breaks away. 
© Leon. — 1 then for virtue's ſake? 
* How often have you for ever Sabvons. 


© Alon. Mecrt at mp der and er of tay Jay 

© Where art thou h. I'm thine, and thine for ever! 
The groans of Friendſhip ſhall: 1 
For whatſoever crime I can commit, 
I've felt the pains already. 

Leon. Hold, Alonza, 
And hear a maid, eh mengr's. 
I love thy virtue as I love thy perſen, 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me 
But as I felt the pains, T reap the fruit; 


it by reſuling it. oP 
„ Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 


« You ſhall not be alam? of 
Or that late time may put our names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink; back the bright example 
You lately lent ; 0 take it while you may, ; 
While I ean give it you, and be immortal. [Exi. 
Alon. She's s gone, and I ſhall fee that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death — 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
And my eyes darken, 7 my fault' ring tongue, 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 
And love with fate divide my dying groan. . 
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„ 


75— —_— — 1 — or. * 1 —— — * 4 
— 


— 


r — 
— — — — — 
5 


ACT U. SCENE I. 
Enter Manuel and Zanga. 


Zang. FF this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos ; tis but — in you; 
But when arriv'd your diſmal news ? 
Man. This hour. 
Zan. What, not a veſſel ſav'd 4 
Man. All, all the ſtorm ha 
Devour'd 3 and now ofer his late envy'd fortune 
The dol 
'Triumphant in his ruin. 
Zan, Is Alvarez © . 
Determin'd to deny his daughter e kim“ 
That treafure was on thore, muſt that too join | 
The common 'wreck Ff 
Man. Alvarez pleads indeed 
That Leonora's heart is difiinclin'd, © ' 
And pleads that only ſo it was this morning, 
When he concurr'd : 8 peſt broke the — 
And ſunk his favour, he? it Fan the gold. 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 
The vice of age, and of Afvarez too. 
Zan. How does Don Carhs bear NY 
Man. Like a man | 
Whoſe heart feels moſt a human heart can (feel, | 
And reaſons beſt a human head can reaſon. 
Zan. But is he then in abſolute deſpair? 
Man. Never to fee his Leonora more. 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Aare | 
Urges Alone to eſpouſe his daughter | 
his, very day ; for he has learnt their loves. 
Zan. Ha! was not that receiv'd with ccd 
By Don Alonzo ? 
Man. Yes, at firſt; but foon 
A Lamp came o'er him, it would kill his Friend. 
an. 


s bound, and wat'ry mountains roar, os 


It has the eſſence of the crocodile, 
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Zar. Not if his friend conſented; and ſince * . 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her—— - _ : 
woe Yet to alk A : 
as ſomething ſhoc to a generous mind, 
At leaſt . irit Rartles at it. 
Wide is the 3 between our <q 
And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you, Carlos wants ſupp 
In his ſevere affliction. 
Zan. Ha! it dawns !——— 
It riſes to me, like a new found world £5475 
To mariners long time diftreſs'd at ſea, - | 
« Sore from Pr +> ad «yr vis ONO Fi 
Or like the fun juſt riſing out of chaos, "BH 
Some dregs of ancient n ot at quite parg'® of! 
But ſhall ? &nith 3 it >—Hoa! 1ſabells ! 
Enter Iſabella. _. | 
I thought of dying; better things come forward; 
Vengeance is.ſhll alive; from ber dark. ad 
With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, .. 
She ſtalks in view, and-fires me with her cha: 
When, *1/abella, arriv'd Hon Carey. here ? | 
Jab. Two nights. ago. 
Zam That was the v very night 
Before che battle Memory, 


Exit Manuel. 4 


3 * 5,7 


down that; 


Tho? yet but in the I es it birth— 
What time did he return? 

Lab. At midnight. | 
Say, dd he ſee that ha his Luer 

y. e ni 

Leb. No, my marry vel. 04 

Zan. No matter tell me; 2 
Is not Auna rather brave than cauti 
Honeſt than ſubtle, above fraud himſe 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another 7 


Lab. Mi ; bur © he world dk; 


8. —_— was well— fetch my rablers.bi- 


The ſtrongeſt 


4 
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Two 4 * ag ER ſacred ſhade - 

Thrice ſtalk? — my bed, and fmil'd upon me 3 
He ſmil'd a joy then little underſtood = 
It muſt be ſo and if ſd,” it is vengeance nw 
Worth waking of the dead for. 

Renter Iſabella with the tablets, Zanga writes, then 
. reads 41 to N 99 is 

Thus it ſtand ' 7 
The father's fix*'d——>Don cao cannot W 
Alonzo may —— but that will hurt his friend 
Nor can he aſk his leave or if he did, 
He might not gain it It is hard to give 
Our own conſent to ills, thoꝰ we muſt bear them. —— 
Were it not then a maſter-piece worth all 
The wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to —— 
Alonzo de requeſt it of his friend; — 
His friend to grant then from very grant, 
proof oF friendſhip man can give, 

8 other motives) to work ont 2 cá,ẽkt 


* 0 1 r . og, * e 
1 1. turn'd oer che catalogne of es,, 
Which ſting the heartof man, and find none equal. X 
It is the Hydra of calamities, 


The ſeven- fold death: the — are the dumn'd.. 


O jealouſy,” each other paſſion's calm, 
To thee Ne TE hppa - 
Thou king of torments giand connterpaine, | 
e 7180 
Lal. Alonzo comes this way. 
Lan. — — 
Withdraw—Ye — which radde: Tf Iſab. 
In courts, and do your work with bows and ſmiles, 
That little engin'ry; more miſchie vous 
Than fleets: armies, and the cannon's murder. 
Teach me to look a lye; . rar et 
Of gloomy- ht and intricate deſign, 
To batch the man I hate, and then devour. 
get Enter Alonzo. 
My lord, I give you joy. 
Alen. Of what, good Zang? 


5 Mo 
, 
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Zan. Is not the Leonora yours e 44 
Alon. What will become of Carlos? 5 
Zan. He's your friend; 

And ſince he can't eſpouſe the fair himſelf, 
mgmt: . N 
Alon. Alas! thou linie know M the farce of love 3. 

Love reigns a ſultan with unrivall*d ſway, 

Puts all relations, friendſhip's ſelf tend, 

If 2 jealous of it. oe 1 

Yet I know what pangs this mornang 

At his intended Fer myſelf 

I then felt pains which now for hin 1 ſeek, 
Dan. You will noe wed her then? Pre 5 1 
Alon. Not 1 

Inſult his broken — r #1 
Zar. I ynderſtand your — hereaftat, 

's gone; weep omen 1 


. 
ger Þ 
p 


When y 
Alon. Am I to blame for that? | 
Zan. My lord; I love” 


Your very-errors; they eG ves: ts v0 
Your friendſhip {and what 'nobler deins 
The heart does lend fo-your ruin, 
Confider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don- Cardo, match, und wherefore eee * 
Twas the ſame canfe; the 2 to-morrow 
May ——ů 2 N 
A n homer fend 
And there — oi 

When your friend's gong, you'll wed; . why then the 


cauſe 
Which 


eee Gitbodkl's - 820 
Carts; has loft her: ſhould'you loſe hor too, 


} i difturdd, ä 
Alon. Think'ſt thou, mp ſhould I & 


His goodneſs would n that] ſhould wed her 1 
5 I know it would. 

Alon. But then the cruelty | 

. To 
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TRE, ͤ — 
an. Methinks, you are not fevere upon your friend. 
Who was — — 7; N 
Alon. That is the very renſon which forbids it. 
Were I a I could ripen: 
In me, it ſo reſembles a 
Exacting of a debt, it ſhocks my nature. 
Ta. My lord, you know the fad abernmivg. 
Is Leonora worth one or not? | 
Ie hurts not me, zay lord, bot as L love you : 
Warmly as you Iwiſh Don Carks well; 
But I am likewiſe Don Alas friend: 
There all the dillerencs.licnbarwennius tra. 
In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf; 
And give me leave to add, a better too, 
r which, tho caus'd by virtue, 
Are as may hereafter. you pain. 
Don Lopez of — — 
Alon. Periſh the name ! what ! ſacrifice the fair 
To age and illneſa, becauſe ſet in gold? a 
I'll to Don Carle, if my heart will let me. 
I have not ſeen him fince his fore alliction ; 
But ſhan'd it, as too terrible to hear. | 
How ſhalt I bearit now ? Pm truck already. { Ex. Alon. 
Zan. Half of my — I moſt ſecure 


LE gives @ me 
Proud, hated be Beg . 


Doſt thou not La deadly foe within thee ? 
Shake not the tow'rswhere-c/er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer? 
Shake to the 8 if Alone dear. 

Look down, O holy Prophet | ſee-me torture 
This Chriſtian » this Infidel, whach — 


To ſmite thy vorarics, —_—_— — 


And yet hapes 
Which 2 ——— 


Shall he below? 
Blaſt be bald Long, and can curſe him wih her 
L Charms. lom—— 


But 


m = = — 
— ———— — —— — T— K — — — —⅛ —— — ———— — — - 
» 
- 


Tis fixt, tis paſt,” 
Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made tender 


| He cant perſuade his heart to wed the maid. : 
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- But ſee, the melancholy lover comes: (Reviews, 


Enter Don Carlos. 

Car. Hope, thou haſt told me lies from dayto day, 
For more than twenty Vile _ 
Nasse very fool, | 
Or very r fool enough 
To ſmile in. vanities, and hug a ſhadow ; 

Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate” _ 

An artificial happineſs from 2 6; 

* Ev'njoys are pains, becauſe they cannot laſt. lor 
© Yet much is talk'd of bliſs ;- it is the art 
Of ſuch as hare the world in their poſlefiion, 
© To give it name, that fools may envy; 
6 For envy wo all minds is flattery.? 
How many lift the head, look gay, and fmile 


Againſt their conſciences ? And this we know, 
Vet knowing, diſbelieve ; and 


What we have try'd, and — conviftion. 


Each new ce gives the former credit 

And threeſcore is mann: 9 

That told us true. kan 
Zan. My noble Lord, 

I mourn — id but are no 
Car..No 


— ae 
Aluarer has a heart of ſteel: 


tis abſolute deſpair. 


By your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 
Car. I underſtand you well. n. 
I pity him. 11 

Zan. I dare be ſworn you do. 
Yet he has other thoughts. 

Car. What canſt thou mean? 
* ng 

anger a ht requeſt ; 

1 — yer is all to him ; e 


Without 


4Y. 
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Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. 
| Ta perſeck tenderneſs I urg d him to i it. 
Knowing the deadly fickneſs of his heart, 


Your overflowing Eager yore ot | 
Your wiſdom, and deſpair n 


I wrung a miſe from K hm be woald 


And now I come, a mutual friend to 
Without his pvr privacy, to let you know i it, : 
And to you kindly to receive him. 


Car. Ha! ifhe wel Tan eaddake; indcd ; 
Not Don Alvarez" ſelf can then relieve me. 
Zan. Alas, my Lord! you #now bir heart 7s feel, 

by <3 "tis paſt, "tis a deſpair. 
0 Heav'n and is it not enough 
— ever, never ſee her more ! 
Say, is it not enough that I muſt die, 
But I muſt be tormented in the grave ?— - 
Ak my conſent ? Muſt I then give ber to him? 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 
Oh l. — — never, e | [Aft 
Zar. A ſtorm a upon him ! he refuſes. 
Car. What! 25 ?—and to-day? 
Zan. To-day; or never. 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out, like you; | 
Then whom: ſhall he-condemn for his misfortune ? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. | | 
Car. O torment! Whither mall I turn ? 
Len. To peace. | , 
Car. Whach is the way 
Lean. Bis bappinife is yours, 
I dare not diſbelieve you. : 
Car. Kill my friend! 
Or worſe and can there be a worſe? 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. 
Zan. You have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful taſk. 
I find, Alonzo's quitting her this morning, 
For Carle ſake, in tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd ene to believe it leſs ſevere 
2 1 


- N an Car. 
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Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. | 
Zan. No, m lord; ; br Gnce youcan'r comp! 9 

"Tis my mĩsfortune that I mention di it; | 

For had I not, Alozzs would indeed . 

Have dy'd,.as now, but not your decree. 
Car. By my decree! do I his death? 

I do—— I then ſend het to his arms? . 

Oh ! which fide ſhall I take ? be tab'd? or—flab ?: | 

© Ah, no! all other agonies are caſe. 

4 IQ one 0 Leonora ! ——— never, 

Go, ;Zanga, 89s r n 

Tho ut a day, ething perchance ma 

To ſoken all to friendihip and 10 love. N 

Go, ſtop my friend; let me not ſee him now, 

But o a 


Zan. My Lord, I'm bound in duty. to obey you 
If Lnot bring him, n LA. Kr. Zan. 
Car. What is this iis world J Thy: ſchool |, .O-muſery! 
Our only leſſon is, to learn to.ſufter... _ 
And he who knows not tht, was Dorn far-nothing.. 
3 0 pangs, and heavy, at my heart, 
My coz 22 Payne A 
< A grain atleaſt, PRO: wa nib £9 pr 


—— — 


— it moſt ſeverely—ſhould I live— 
Live long—Alas ! wo ia no length in time; 
Nor in thy time, O man! re 
Nay, what indeed the age « of time itſelf, 

Since cut from out eternity's wide round? 
„Away, then. TO mind reſolv d, and wiſe, 
There is an impotence in miſexy, { 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in ny, 
Yet, Launara . ſhe can make — 

Its nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine 
While in the luſtre of her charms I lays. "HR, 
Whole ſummer. ſuns roll'd unperceiv . | 
I years for days, and days for mamenta : 
And was ſurpriz d to hear — olds 
Now fate does rigidly its, dues gain. 
And every moment is an age of pain. 


. 


And gives a nearer 
But 


} 


5 *4 
dz A 


As 
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As he is going out, Euter Zanga and Alonzo. Tanga 
- flops Carlos. 

Zan. Is this Don Carle: ? this the boaſted friend? 
How can you turn your. back his ſadneſs ? 
Look on him, and then leave „if you can 
* Whoſe ſorrows thus has depreſs hm : 

* This moment he wed, without your leave 

2 I cannot yield; nor = I bear his 
onzo 1 - Going to and taking bis band. 

Alon. 0 Gals? x 

Car. Pray forbear. 

Alon. Ar: thou undone, and ſhall Alonzo ſil 


2 who „ in ſome degree, 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate ? 


I was dep puted guardian of thy love ; 
But, oh! I lov'd myſelf. . A affl ictions 
ee deed Kul e ugh, 
An wor my example, not ry te 
How ſacred it ſhould hold the 2 wel Tk 
Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly ; * ow 
* The only cauſe of my forere ation. 
* Alvarez, curs'd — ſo much rin 
Feng for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit . 
Which faulilef virtue wants. . 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thon could' f fail; 
; Tho' well I knew tha: dere poll of aer 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah! who could bear 
' 1E eyes, unhurt ? The wounds myſelf have felt, 
* (Which. wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn. 
: They alias antes.” for I too ſtrove 
* To ſhun. thoſe fires, and found twas not in man.” 
Alen. You caft in ſhades the failures of a friend, 
00 ſoften all; 222 not you deceive me: 
now m t, an I implore ur pardon, 
N 1 can e of peate. * | 
Car. P x him, who, A —— 
Fair Leonora Som his heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs tears, and — 9 boy love” 


Who, like a roſc-leaf, wet 3 dew, 


Would 
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Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there! 
But *twas in, thee, through: fondneſs to thy friend, 
To ſhut thy boſom gain ecſtaſies; ; 
For which? whilſt this pulfe beats, it beats to thee; ; 
Whilſt this blood noe, it flows for my — 
And every Wiſh is levell'd at thy joy. 

Zan. to on ee Lord, my Lord, this is your time 


Alon. to Zar. ] Becauſe he's kind? It therefore is the 
worſt; 

For 'tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 
Shall the ſame moment ſee him fink in 7 
* And me providing for 4 flood of j 
Rich in the plunder of his happine 
No, I may die; but I can — cok b 
© Car. Now, now it comes ! they are concerting it, 
The firſt word ftrikes me dead O Leonora! 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant breath? 
Who knows what after-time may bring to 


s? 


Fathers may chan , and I may wed her ſtill. [#/:. 
Alon. to Zan. Po I not fee him yaw poſſeſſed 
with an 
Which, like a TEA wilthivhim'wwind fro ;* 
And ſhall I pour in new? No fond defire, 
No love ; one pang at , and farewell. 
I have no other love but Car/or now. 
Car. Alas, my friend! why with fuch eager graſps 


Doft preſs my band, and'weep upon my cheek ? 

Alon. If after death our forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked thought, 

And friends meet friends, and read each others hearts, 
Thou'lt know, one day, that thou waſt held moſt dear. 
Farewell. 

Car. Alonzo, ftay—he cannot ſpeak— [Holds him. 
Leſt it ſhonld 1 me — Shall I be out-done, 
And loſe in glory, as I loſe in love? lla. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When well I know your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you * 

Our 
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Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's li and life. 
Alen. There, there it is, my friend, it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it to a gen'rous. mind, 4 
To aſk, when ſure he cannot be deny de! 
Car. How greatly thought ! In all he tow'rs abo 
me. RG — n [ Lfde. 
Then you confeſs you would aſk ſomething of me- 
Alon. No, on my foul. 
Zan. to Alon] Then loſe her. 
Car. Glorious ſpirit! 4 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this? 
By heav'n, I envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 
Of ſtarting at one action from below, 
* And flaming up into confummate greatneſs ? 
Ha l—angels We me —Ilt ſhall be ſo— 
I can't want ſtrength. Great actions, once conceiv'd, 
«* Strengthen like wine, and animate the foul, 
* And call themſelves to being. 4 My Alonzo. 
Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 1 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 
Alen. What means my Carles? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Aare tore her from my heart, 
And plucking up my love, they had well righ 
Pluck'd up life too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more What now does Reaſon bid? 
I cannot wed— Farewell my ©: 7 . „ 
But, O my ſoul, with care provide for her's ! 
In life, how weak, how helpleſs is a woman! 
© Soon hurt; in happineſs itſelf unſafe, 
And often (ER while ſhe plucks the roſe ; 
* So properly the obje& of affliction. 
That heav'n is pleas'd to make diſtreſa become her, 
And drefles her moſt amiably in tears.” 
Take then my heart in dowry with the. fair, 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life, | 
With thy ſurrounding arms Do this, and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ſt me. 
As little things, as eſſays 1 thy gcodneſs, 
2 


24 


And 
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And rudiments of friendſhip ſo divine. 

Ales. There is a deur in thy goodneſs to me, 
Which, with thy foes, l 

0 But have a ce ee can be {rudy 

With any t in ee 
Thou dc dnble and Aly wa heart's in tears. 
Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 


round, 

a And at my eye pleaſure looks out in ſiniles, | 

Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 

Car. I do noe part with her, k give her thee. 

Alon. O Caras? 

Car. Don't diſturb me, Tm fincere. 
Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me. 
c This morn Mag thou reſign her for my ſake ; 
© I but perform a virtue learnt from'thee 5 — 
Y Diſcharge a debt, Pour think not wor | 

Alen. Ah! how but think not words were 

— ever made 
For ſuch oceaſions. Sletice, tears, embraces, 
Are languid eloquence; Þ1l ſeek relief 7 
In abſence from the pain of © much goodneſs 
There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole ſaperiors 
Adore, and raiſe my thoughts of IDS thee. '[Bxi. 

Zan. Thus far ſucceſs has crown*d my boldeſt hope. 
My next care is to haſten theſe new nuptials, 


And then my maſter-works to play.  [Afide. 

Why this was done, without one fi h [To Car. 

* To ſuch a to its 35 Exit Zan. 
Car. Too ſoon a praiſeſt me He's gone, and now 


I muſt unſluice 


my over-burthen'd heart, 


And tet it flow. would not grieve m friend 
With tears ; nor interrupt my t ö gn, 
Great, ſure, as ever human du rſt think of. 


But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their confinement with —— 5 
O'er- well all bounds, and bear e' en life away. 
So, till the day was won, the Greek renown'd 


With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound, 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd fide, 


Let guſk the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. Kenz 
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ACT It. SCENE I. 


Enter Tanga. 
Zan ]OY, thou welcome ſtranger ! twice three 


years 

I have not felt thy vital beam; but now + 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart : 
A fiery inſtin& lifts me the gro 

And could I mount the ſpirits numberleſs 


Of m 8 ſterd 
Left bodies 4 geld, 
2 all af here, and o'er-inform . —_ | 
O bn great indeed thy preſent 3 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ; 22 
It is thy laſt, laſt ſmile, that which no- 
Sits on thy enjoy it while thou may ſt; : 
_ and groans, and death beſpeak — 


My 1/abella ! [Enter Iſabella. 
Jab. What 33 my Moor ? 

Zan. My fair ally! my lovely miniſter 

"Twas well Alvarer, by my arts impell'd, 

(To plunge Don Carles in the laſt deſpair, 

And 70 prevent all future moleſtation) - - 
Finiſh'd the nu ſoon as he refoly'd a * 
This conduct npen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform d, 
When I, by ſacred teſplration; forg'd ** 
That letter, which'I truſted to thy hand: 


2 letter, which in g — e, 
p Carlos to fair Leonvra, 
T he TY . of heart 


For — tranſ 
This is a artifice, c N a 
To aid the: nobler wo .of 4 

Jab. I quickly 2 it in the ide's apartment, 
As you commanded, | 


which he never knew. 


Zan. 
B 3 — 
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Zan. With a lucky hand; 

For ſoon Alonæo found it; - I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret ſtand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his fight, 
When he, as if an arrow plerc'd has eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghaſt a while my victim ſtood, 
Diſguis'd a ſigh or two, and puff*d them from him ; 
Then rubb'd bis brow, and took it up again, 

At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 

But check'd by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus, 

And thruſt it, "like an adder, in his boſom. 

Laab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſang _ 
At leaſt not mortally. 

Zan. At firſt I thought it ſo; 

Beff farther thought informs me 1 

And turns this diſappointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it becauſe unſeen, 

(If *tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 

| . — would indeed commend my Zaxgs's 
— * 

« Zan? This, 1/abella, is Don Carlos picture: 
Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may riſe up à witneſs of her love, 6 
Under her pillow, in her cabine. 

Or elſewhere as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
1/ab.. Pll weigh it as its conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve n | 
- [ Exit, Iſabella. 

Zan. fs thar 2 proſtrate on che ground ?— 
Now he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 

If thus a flight ſurmiſe can work his foul, 
How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him ! 
Enter Alonzo. 

Alen. And yet it cannot be——lI am deceiꝰd 
I injure her: the wears the face of heav'n. 

* He doubts. | [ {/ige. 

Alon. I dare not look on this again. | 
If the firſt glance, which gave fuſpicion only, 


Had 
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Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 
The certainty would daſh wn all to pieces. 
It cannot Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true. [ Starts. 
Zan. Hold there, and we ſucceed. He has deſcry'd 
me. * 
And (for he EA I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. 
P11 ſeem 8 f. to make my ſtay more ſure. [Afide. 
Alon. Hold Zana, turn. | 
Zan. My lord. 
Alon. Shit cloſe the door, 
That not a ſpirit find an entrance e. 
Zan. My lord's obey'd. 
Alon. I ſee that thou art fri 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall 
With e ſtings. 
I do 2 my lord ? 
45. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy boſom ; 
(What pillow like the boſom or. a friend ?) 
1 
O 
And take me from the rack * 
Ab. And is there need 
Of words? Behold a wonder ! See my tears | 
* Zan. I feel them too. Heav'n grant my ſenſes 
© fail me! - | 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. 
Alon. Go, take a round thro” all things in thy 
5 thought, - 
And find that one; for there is only one 
Which cov'd extort my _ are Apr and tell 
© 'Thyſelf my miſery, an me the pain. 
a 2 —— 4 chink bur * am bewilder'd; 
* I know not where I am. 
Alon: Think, think no more, 
© It ne'er can enter in an honeſt heart. 
Tu tell thee chen I cannot—yet I do, 
By wanting force to give it utterance. 
* Zan. Speak, eaſe your heart ; its throbs will break 
* your boſom.” SY 


B 4 
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Alen. I am moſt happy: mine is viory, 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's — a 
0 are make their fortunes of my ſmiles.” 
O curſe of curſes! in the lap of blefling 

L falſe 


To be moſt curſt M a's 
Zan. Save me, my | ; 3 x 
Alon. My Leonora s falſe! [Gives him the letter. 
Zar. Then heav'n has loſt its image here on earth. 
[hile Zanga reads the letter, be trembles, and 
ſhews the utmoſt concern. 
Alon. 3 man! he makes kk bis 


i hurt net ed re but I read it now 2 
In thy concern. 
Zan. Did you not read it then? 
Alon. Mine eye juſt touch'd i it, and could. bear no 
more. 


Zan. Thus pexith al that gives Alg pain! 


ts the ck 
Alon. Why didit thou tear nd... £ 
Zan. Think of it no more, 

Twas your miſtake, and groundleſs are your 1 
Alon. And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake E-. 
Or give the whole cdntents, or by the pangs 

That feed upon my heart, thy life's in N, 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga? 
Draw forth your ſword, and find the ſecret here. 
For whoſe Che is it, think you, I conceal it ? | 
Wherefore this rage ? Becauſe I ſeek yaur mn 
I have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, | 
But what good-natur'd tenderneſs for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will be rent in two; not mine the fame 
That will be damn'd, tho? all the world ſhould know it. 
Alon. Then my worlt fears are true, and life is paſt. 
Zan. What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter d? 
I know not what ; but rage is our diſtraction, 8 
And all its words are wind Vet ſure, I think, 
I nothing own'd—but grant I did con _ 
What 15 a letter? —— may be 
For heav'n's ſweet ſake, my lord, lift up your 2 
ome 
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Some foe to your repoſe —» 
Alon. So, 8 on me, 
As I can't nd the man I have offended. 
Zan. i LA Our innocence is not our 
e 
They take offence, who have not been offended ; 
They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 
And death is often ambuſh'd in their ſmiles. | 
We know not whom we have to fear.“ Tis certain 
A letter may be forg'd, and in a point 
Of ſuch a dreadful conſequence as this, 
One would rely on nought that might be falſe—— 
Think, have you any other cauſe to doubt her?— 


Away, you ar find none. Reſume your ſpirit £ 
All's well | 


Alon. O 

Zan. It is; 
For who would credit that, which credited, 
Makes hell ſuperfluous, by ſuperior pains, - 
Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to virtue train'd ? 
* Is not her fame as ſpotlels as the ſun ? 

Her ſex's envy, an the boaſt of Spain / ; 
An. O Zanga / it is that l 123 


That full in e to ap 
Zan. No more, my lord, for you dondehn yourſelf, 
I find, 


What is abſurdity, but to believe Ir 
Againſt appearance ? You cannot yet, 
Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe ;— 
And, wink to tell, it does not much dif] = me. 
'Tis fit our indiſcretions ſhould be check'd 
With ſome degree of pain, 
Alon. What indiſcretion ? 
Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear your faults From 
me. 
Had you not ſent Don Carlis to the court 
The night before the battle, that ſoul ſlave, 
Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you pain, 


Had vas footing for his W. 
Alen. I ſent 4 2 


Ss at ad 
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Zan. Not ſend him Ha ! That ſtrikes me. 
I thought he came on meſſage to the king. 
Is there another cauſe could juſtify  _ 
His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight ? 
Bot I perhaps may think too. nigidly ; 
* $6 long an abſence, and impatient love? 
Alon. In my, confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me. 
By. heay'n, my wounded ſoul does bleed afreſh; 
TTis clear as day—for Carles is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of death. - 
How then could he decline the next's day's battle, 
But for the tranſports ? Oh, it muſt be fo—— 
Inhuman! by the loſs of his own honour, 
To buy the ruin of his friend ! 
Zan. You wrong him ; 
He knew not of your love. 
Alon. Ha ! 
Zan. That ſtings home. Ala. 
Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treach'rous love: 
Proofs riſe on revoks and till the laſt the ſtrongeſt. 
* TH eternal law of things declares it true, 
* Which calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
* And loves to make our crime our puniſhment. 
Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime; 
For ſhe was his, my friend's and he, (O horror !) 
Confided all in me. O ſacred faith! 
How dearly I abide thy violation ! 
Zan, Were then their loves far gone ? 
Alon. The father's will 
There bore a total fway; and he, as ſoon 
As news arriv'd that Carlos fleet was ſeen 
From off our coaſt, fir'd with the love of gold, 
Determ̃in'd, that the very ſun which ſaw 
Carlos return, ſhould his daughter wed. 
Zan. Indeed, my lord ; then you muſt pardon me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the crime. 
Contider ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 
Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, 
At midnight his ä the next day deſtin'd 


— 


For 
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— a ſtrong temptation. 


f — but bann of one ht. 
= One nigh 5 ng 


Zan. That as wrt 
Alon. Again | By heav'n, thou doſt ir le thy lord. 
Tem One night gain'd ! O ſtings — death} 
And am I then undone? Alas, my Zaxge / * 
And doſt thou own it too? Deny it ſtill, 
And reſcue me one moment from diſtrafon. 
Zan. My lord, I hope the beſt. 
Alon. Falſe, footiſh hope, 
And inſolent to me! Thou Know'ſt! it falſe! 
It is as glaring as the noon-tide ſun. | 
Devil — This m after three years coldnefs, | 
To raſh at once into a paſſion for me ! 
Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
When her firſt fool was ſated with her beauties. 
Zan.” What ſays my lord? Did Leonora then 
Never before Aloe her paſhon for vou? 
Hlon. Never. 1 
Zan. Throyghout the whole three years? N 
Alon. O never! never! 
Why, Zanga, ſhouldſt thou ler 1 Tis all in vain : 
Tho? thy ſoul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah! I'm phun ny down. 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms'in 
Zan. = fir, PH break your 7 = ry 
WITT os „„ | 
And be a man again Had he enjoy*t her, 
Be moſt aſſur'd, he had mes her to) you 
With leſs reluQance.. 
Alon. Ha! Reſign her 1 Sg 
Reſign her! Who reſign*d her ;—Double death 
How could I doubt ſo long? My heart is broke. 
Firſt love her to diſtraction ] then r 
Zan. But was it not with utmoſt agony? 
Alon. Grant that, he ſtill refign'd her? that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me? 


Tear out his heart?—She was KK 
or 


——_ 
_ 
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Nor was it with reluctance he refign'd her; 
By heav'n he aſk'd, Fe 
I thought it ſtrange; tis now no longer ſo. 

Zan. Was't his — Are von right furs of that ?— 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 
Alon. A tale! There's proof. equivalent to light. 
Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my fight on this occaſion. 
Alon. And ſo ſhould I; by heav'n, I think I ſhould, 
What ! Leonora the divine, by whom 
We gueſs'd at angels! Oh! I'm all confuſion, 

Zan. You now are too much ruffled to think deny 
Since bliſs and horror, life and death hang on it, 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 
Each circumſtance ; conſider, above all, 
That it is jealouſy's peculiar nature [3 no | 
To ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of . 
To conjute much, and then to loſe its reaſon 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form de. 

Alon, Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd give ban 
To be deceiy d. * I fear tis dooms · day with me.. 
And yet ſhe ſeem'd fo pure, that [ ought heav'n 
Borrow'd her form for virtue's ſelſ to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. © -. 


[Exit Alonzo. - 
Enter Iſabella. | 


Zar. Thus far it works au piciouſly. My patient 
Thrives underneath m han in miſery. . 

He's gone to think; is, to be diſtracted. 

| Ta. I overheard your e andy you, 
To my amazement, tear the . Ti 
Zal. There, 

There, 1/abella, I out-did 8 . 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only Er 
In its firſt force ; but — F . - 
For who can now the chargQer examine | Mah ver 
To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect ie fraud 2 
And after tearing it, as loth to ſhew _ | 
The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear i it now 

A forgery, my lord would diſbelieve me, 
Nay more, would diſbelieve the more I Bee. 


N . | | $ 


* 4 
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But 1s the picture happily Ae of? 
Jab. It is. 
Zan. That's well Erie Iſabella] Ah! what is 
| well? O pang to think!  _ 
O dire neceſflity ! is this my ? 
Whither, my foul, ah! whither art thou ok 
Beneath thy ſphere ? Ere while, far, far above 
Such little arts, diſſembling, falſhoods, frauds, 
The traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls 
To cowards and poor wretches wanting bread. 
Does this become a ſoldier ? This become 
Whom armies follow'd, and a people lov'd ? 
=y martial glory withers at the thought. 
t my end; and fince there are no other, 
e — are juſt, they ſhine with borrow d light, 
makes from the purpoſe they FO. « 


And greater. ho my merit, who to 
A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk: ſu 
To wade thro* ways ye way my honour bend, 
And ſhogk nature, to attend my end. 

Late timę wonder ; ro. nila; 
For wonder is involuntary praiſe. [Erie 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
| Enter Alonzo and Zanga. : 
p yp H, whata pain to think! when every thought, 


exing ht, in intricacies runs, 
And reaſon knits th' inextricable toil, | 
In which herſelf is taken! © I am loſt, 
Poor inſe& that I am, I am involv'd, | 
And bury'd in the web myſelf have wrought! . 
* One argument is balanc'd by another, 
And reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 
And proofs are countermin'd by equal * 4 

This 


Ne more I' bear this battle of the min 


% - 


* 
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This inward anarchy ; but find my wife, | 
And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſecret from her. 
Zan. O forbear! ; | 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 
Zan. That will diſcover all, 
And kill my hopes. What can Ithink or do? [Afde. 
Alon. What doſt thou murmur? 
Zan. Force the ſecret from her! 
What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then? O groundleſs hope! 
But reſt aſſur'd, ſhe'Il make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the King; 
Such 1s her father's Pe: 
Alon. No more, I care not; 
Rather than groan beneath this load, P11 die. 
Zan, But for what better will change this load? 
Grant you ſhould know it, w not that be worſe ? 
Alon. No, it would cure me of my mortal pangs 
By hatred and contempt I ſhould deſpiſe her, 
And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! were I ſure of that, my lord— 
Alon. What then ? 
Zan. You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? Thou know'ſt I'm on 
the rack. 
III not be play'd with; ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this inſtant fly to Leonor. on, 
Zan. That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it. 
Tho? gone too far, heav'n knows Tis Iam guilty— 
I have took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 
And turn'd aſide your thoughts from the detection. 
Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 
Zan. I confound myſelf, © 
And frankly own it, though to my ſhame I own it; 
Nought dot your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecret-out, and made me own my crime. 


Ales, 
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Alon. Speak quickly ; Zanga, ſpeak. 
Zan. Nat _ dread Sir : * 
Firſt I muſt be aſſur d, that if you find 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you aſſur'd me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your ſoul. 
Alon. Oh ! *twill by heav'n. 
Zan. Alas! I fear it much, 
And ſcarce can hope fo far ; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn oath; that you'll abſtain 
From all ſelf- violence, and fave my lord. 
Alon. I trebly ſwear. 
Zan. You'll bear it like a man? 
Alon. A 
Zan. Such have you been to me, theſe tears confeſs it, 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs'on me: 
And what amends is now within my pow'r, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And as a blefling claim my puniſhment ? 
Know then, Don Carlos. | 
Alon. Oh! 
Zan. You cannot bear it. 
Alon. Go on, I'll have it, tho? it blaſt mankind; 
I'll have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night 
| © Enter Leonora. 


* Leon, My lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
© And quite undo our Joy. 


Alon. T'll come, my love: 
ge not our friends deſerted by us both? 
III follow you this moment. 

© Leon. My lord, 
I do obſerve ſeverity of thought 


* Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors 7 
Alen. No, my delight. 
Len. What then employ*d your mind ? 


Alen. Thou, love, and only thou; fo heav'n be- 
© friend me, 


* As other thought can find no entrance here. 
Leon. How good in you, my lord, whom nations 


© cares 
© Solicit, 
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* Solicit, and a world in arms obeys, 
"NS drop one thought on me I | . 
* LHe ſhews the utmoſt im atience. 
* Alon. Doſt thou a prize it ? 1 
* Leon, Do you then aſk it ? — 
* Alon. Rho then to thy comfort ; 
© Thou haſt me all, my throbbing heart is full 
With chee alone, I've thought of nothing elſe ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my ſou] believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect thee. 
* Leon. I obey. . [Ex. Leon. 
Alen. Is that the face of curs'd hypocriſy ? 
If the is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
* And beauty ſhall no more belong to heav'n—— 
Don Carlos did return at dead at night— 
Proceed, good Zanga, fo thy tale began 
© Zan. Don Carlos did ff 1 at dead of night ; 7 
208 night, of, . (ill e me !) did 1 
omman wat at Jak 
arr me be Nd eng, wr * 
Diſpatch'd from you. 
= The villain d! 
Zan. My lord, 
I e 1 OT at is fghe, | 
A — 1 long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could ſuſpect him of an artifſice?) 
No farther I enquir'd, but let him paſs, 
Falſe to my , at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our watch reliev'd, I went into the garden, 
As is my cuſtom, When the night's ſerene, _ 
And took a moon-light walk: when ſoon I heard 
A ruſtling in an arbour that was near mm. 
I ſaw two lovers in each other's arms, 
Embracing and bra d. Anon the man 
Aroſe, and falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently awhile, then ruſh'd at once, 
And — Jl himſelf into her 43h 82 
There ſoftly ſigh'd; O night of xc 
1 >: bf then 


M ben ſhall we meet ain Don ( 
Led L forth. 


- * 


Alon. 


Alon. Oh! Oh my heart! He int0_axhair. 
Zan. Groan on, and with the E te fas nt uli 
"Tis thro' his heart, his knees ſmite one ano. 
Tis thro? his brain, his eye · balls roll in anguiſn. 22 
My lord, my lord, why do you rack my ſoul ? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live.” 
Do not you know me, Sir? Pray — upon me; 
You think too deeply. I'm your own "I 
So low'd, ſo cheri d, and fo faithful to you, ——- 
Why ſtart you in ſuch fury? Nay; my 
For heav'n's ſake ſheath your ſword ! What can hos 
mean? 
Fool that I was to truſt you with che ſecret, 
And you unkind to — your word with me. 
aſſion for a woman! On the ground ? 
Where is your boaſted courage? Where your ſcorn! 
And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 
* And chace your love-bred a away!“ 
Riſe, fir, for honour's ſake, Why the Moors, 
Why ſhould the vanquiſh d, triumph ? 
Alon. © Would to heaven 
© That I were lower ſtill O the was all !— 
My fame, my friendſhip,” and my love of arms, 
All ſtoop'd to TE my blood. was her poſſeſſion. - 
Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart 
She liv'd with life, and far tae dearer ſhe. 
But ——* and” no more ſet nature on a blaze, 
Give her a ſit of jealouſy away—— 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd, 
And not to think on't is impaſſible. 
Ho fair the cheek that firſt alarm'd. my fool! 
How bright the eye that ſet it A flame! 
© How ſoft the breaſt on which I Hid my peace 
For years to lumber, unawak d by · care 
How fierce the tranſport ! ! how fblime the bliſs ! 
How deep, how black the horror, and . * 


Zan. You ſaid you'd ikke a man. 
Alon. I do. 


Am I not almoſt diſtracted? 1 
Za. Pray be calm. 


0 


oy #- - . 


Alon. As hurricanes : be thou affur'd of that. 

* Zan. Is this the wiſe Alonzo ? 

* Alon. Villain, no! 
*. He dy'd in the arbour, he was mated thre; 
I am his demon tho'—My wife ! my wife! 

© Zan. Alas! 0 weeps. 

Alon. Go, as her grave. 

Zan. My lord! 

* - Alon. But that her blood”s too hot, Iwould carouſe ĩt 
Around my bridal board. 

[Aut. 


© Zan, And I would pledge thee. 
too faſt. Pray let me think, 


Alon. But I mayt 

And reaſon mildly.—Wedded and undone 

© Before one night deſcends. O haſty evil! 

What friend to comfort me in my extreme! 

* Where's Carlos? Why is Carlos abſent from me ? 

© Does he know what has happen d? 

Zan. My good lord ! 
« Alon. O depth of horrors! He !l——my boſom 
27 Alas] compole yourkel; my lord. 
* Zan, Alas! com .my 1 
Alen. To death! * ? | 
© Gaze on her with both eyes ſo ardently : / 

Give them the vultures, tear him all in pieces 
Zan. Moſt excellent!  [4fde. 
Alon. Hark! you can keep a ſecret. 

In yonder harbour bound with jeſamine— 

* Who's that? What villain's that? unhand Hot — 

Murder 

Tear them Ade ee they grind 

My heart betwixt them O let go my heart 

Vet let it Embracing and embrac'd ! 

O peſtilence — let him in? A traitor. 

© [Gaes to lab Zanga, be prevents him. 
Alas! my head turns round, and my limbs fail me.” 
Zan. My lord! 
Alon. O villain, villain moſt accurſt ! 
If thou didſt know it, why didſt let me wed ? 
Zan. Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate. 
I Knew it not, I ſaw them in the — ; 5 


But | 
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But ſaw no more than you might well expe& 
To fee in lovers deſtin d for — other. 
By heav'n I thought their meeting innocent. 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue ? 
Till after-proofs conſpir'd to blacken it ; | 
Sad proofs, which came too late, which broke not out, 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarez? haſte!) 1 8508 
Till holy rites had made the wanton yours; 
And 1 * labour'd to conceal it, 
In duty and compaſſion to your peace. 
9 Live a” be damn'd — for I want 
_— 
O night of ecſtaſy !/—Ha! was't notſo? 
I will enjoy this murd&—Let me think— - 
The Jaſmine bow'r, tis ſecret and remote: 
Go wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 
ay» 88 [Exit Zanga. 
How the ſweet found ſtill fings within my ear! 
When ſhall we meet again? —To-night, in hell. 
As he is going, Enter Leonora. 
Ha! Pm ſurpriz'd! I |: at her charms ! 
O angel-devil!—Shall I ftab her now? 
No, it ſhall be as I at firſt determin'd: 
To kill her now. were half my vengeance loft. 
Then muſt I now diſſemble—if I can. 
Leon. My lord, excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond time 
I come in embaſly from all your friends,” 
Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 
Alon. This moment, Leonora, I was coming 
To thee, and all-—but fure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my friends with joy. 
Leon. Why ſighs my lord? | 
© Alon. I ſigh'd not, Leonora. 
© Leon. I __ you did ; your ſighs are mine, my 
© And I ſhall feel them all: 
© Alon. — * flatter me ay 
Leon. If my regards for you are flattery, 
© Full far indeel I ftretch'd the compliment 
In this day's ſolemn rite. 


« Alon. 


— ＋ — —— — CP 


* ——— 


. 
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on. . ny ene 
, 1 . Vou ſport 


An. Indeed T do; my heart is full of mirth. 


Leon. And r look on cheerfulneſs - 
As on the health of virtue. 


Alas. Virtue !——Damn—— 
Leon What ſays my lord? 
Alon. Thou art exceeding fair. 
Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth; 
But when the ſoul and body, of a piece, 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 
Heav'ns pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours ; 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. h | 
Alon. Innocent! 8 [dfde. 
Lean. How | my lord, I interrupt vou. 
Alon. No, my bet life, I muſt not part with thee, - 
This hand is mine, O! what s hand 24 here ? | 77 
So ſoft, ſouls fink. into it, and are loſt. 
Leon In tears, my lord? _ 
HM 1 ꝗ— 10 can ſpeak my je 
: an my own | 
i all a viſion, . SET ſwims in heav'n. 
* Wherefore ? 7 Or! 1 5h 5 this expence of . 
And wherefore? Oh! 
* Why, I could upon thy looks for ever, 
„And drink i in all my being from thine eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deſtruction. i | 
* Leon. How, my lord, what mean you? ' 
* Acquaint me with the. ſecret of your 
Or caſt me out for ever from love. 
* Alon. Art thou concern'd for me? 
Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs L. your nuptial hour? 
* I am ill us'd, my lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to.ſhun me ? 
Nay, my good; lord, I 9 a title here, 
[Taking his hand. 
n 


— | 


« «A 
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And I will have it. Am not I your wife ? 
Have not I juſt authority to know © 
That heart, which I have purchav'd with my own ? 
c Lay it before me, then; it is my due, 
+ Unkind Alonzo ! tho” I might emand it, 
© Behold, I kneel! See, Leoneora kneels, 
And deigns to be x for her own!” 
Tell me the ſecret ; I conjure you, tell me, 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day, 
« Alvares” 5 — 915 in the duſt. 
Speak, then; Ic ou, ſpeak ; or I expire, 
And load you with my death.” My lord—my lord !- 
Al. Ha! ha! hat rt rom her, and 


Wl nc on the flcor. 
| Leon. Are theſe the j joys which fondly I conceav'd ? 
And is it thus a wedded life begins? 
What did I part with when ene 
I knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
a did I leave my tender father's wing. 
And venture into love? The maid that loves 
Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatter'd plank, 
* And puts her truſt in miracles for ſafety, 
Where malt I figh ? where pour out m Naben ? 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, Row redreſs, 
He is the ſource of all. 
Alen. Go to thy chamber, 
I ſoon will follow ; that which now diſturbs thee 
Shall be clear'd up, and thou'ſhalt not condemn me. 
IE. Leon. 
Oh, how like innocence ſhe looks! What, tab her, 
And ruſh into her blood ? © I never can. 
* In her guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand.” 
How then? Why thus—No more; it is determin d. 
Enter Zanga. 

Aan. I fear his heart has fail'd him. She mit die. 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, 
To ſting out human nature, and effect it ? 


* [Afide. 
Alon. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing ſun, 
1 ſkies thro? which it rolls, muſt all heave Wk 
at 
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What then is man ? the ſmalleſt part of +Y F 
Day buries day, month month, and year the year, 
Ou: life is but a chain of many deaths ; | 
Can then death's (elf be fear d? our life much ale. 
Life is che deſart, life the ſolitude; 
Death joins us ta the reat majority : 
*Tis to be borne to Plato's, and to Cæſar; 
"Tis to be t for ever.; 
*Tis pleaſure, tis ambition, then, to die. 
Zan. I think, my lord, you talk'd of depth. 
Alen. I did, 
Zan. I give joy, then nes s dead, 
; Alon. No, Zanga, no, the ak is mine, 
4 Tis x do aL: $5 Hicht have mark'd his midnight _ 0 
Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to — * 
Who might have mark' d her ſudden turn of , "py : 
© Theſe, anda thouſand tokens, more ; and yet, 
(For which the ſaints abſolve my ſoul) ! did wed. 
* Zan. Where does this tend? 
Alen. To ſhed a woman's blood 
Would ſtain my ſword, and make my was  inglorious ? 
* But juſt reſentment in myſelf bears in 
A ſtamp of greatneſs above vulgar . Is XY. 
He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does, in ſome ſort, that reaſon deify, 
And take a flight at heavin. _ 
Zan, Alas! my lord, 
*Tis not, your reaſon, but her beauty, finds 
Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword. 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is fo bright, 
You cannot ſtrike a breaft that is ſo ſoft, 
That has ten thouſand ecſtaſies in ftore— 
For Carlos ?—— No, my lord, . 
Alas. Oh! thro' my heart and marrow ! Py ythee 
ſpare me: 
No more upbraid the weakneſs of thy ford. 
I awn, I try'd, I quarrel'd with my heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her death; - 
But, oh! her eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder'd me. 


Zan. 
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Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my lord. 
Men are but men ; we did not make — 
Farewell then, my beſt lord, ſince you muſt die. 
O that I were to ſhare your monument, 
And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 
Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer ! 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 
Zan. And is it then unknown ? 

O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 
Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, 

Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt— 
But it will cut my poor heart through and through, 
To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 

Who brought you thither by their lawleſs loves. 
For there they Il revel, and exult to find | 
Him fleep ſo faſt, who elſe might mar their joys. 
Alon. iftraQion ! But, Don Carlos, well thou 
knoweſt | 
Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and bent on other thou hts 
Zan. I'll work him to the murder of his iend ; 
Yes, till the fever of his blood. returns, 
While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his cheek. Alu.. 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 
How will he ruſh, like lightning, to her arms! | 
There ſigh, there lan uiſh, there pour out his ſoul ; 


But not N antes to to thee 
But thou wit be at ace, nor ſee, nor hear 
The burnin — e ſigh of ecſtaſy, 


Their throbbi at joſtle one another: 
Thank 2 _ — will be all my own. 
Alen. I' eaſe thee of that pain. Let Carles die, 
O'ertake him on the road, and ſee it done. 
"Tis my command. [ Gives his fignet. 
Zan. I dare not 
Alen. My a, — thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah, "ir k, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carlos grave? You know not woman-kind. 
When once the throbbing of the heart is broke 
The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
* man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 


Alon. 
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Alon. That thought has more of ow than had the 


former. 

A another, abs Ascher FEE 

And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb. 

Jam convinc'd ? I muſt not, will not die. 

Zan. Vou cannot die; nor can you murder here 
What then remains? In nature no way, 

But to forget, and ſo to love again. 
e 1d will call you goed; 
Zan. If you ve, the world wi you 

If your forget, the world will cen you G01 +4 

If you receive her to your grace again, 

The world will call you, , very, kind. 

Alen. Zanga, 1 en hos well. She dies, 
Tho' my arm Leal at the ſtroke. She dies. 

Zan. That's truly great. What think you twas ſet up 
The Greet and . name in ſuch a luſtre, — 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 
Shutting _ 2 to — her little crĩies, 
When like 2 call'd ? 
At Aulis ＋* . 2— a daughter”s lift 
And gain'd-more glory than by all his 23 

Another ſlew his in juſt rage; | 

A third the theme of all fueceeding times 

Gave to the cruel ax a 1 

Nay, more, for juſtice ſome evote themſelves, | 

As he at Carthage, an immortal name! 

Vet there is one ſtep left above em all, 

Above their hiſtory, above their-fable, | 

A wife, bride, miſtreſs, unenjoy d do that, 

And tread upon the Greet 2 Roman glory. 

Alon. 2 done Again new cruſport fre i 4 

brain: | 

I had forgot it; tis my bridal night.” * 

Friend, give me joy; we muſt be gay e 5 
And when with garlands the full bowl is nary, . 
And mufick gives the elevating ſound, - 21 
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ting 
And golden-carpets ſpread the ſnered floor, 
„ ; 
Thou, Zanga, thou my ſolemn friends invite, 
| From 
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From the dark realms of everlaſting ni 
Call vengeance, call the furies, call Dir, 

And death, our chief-invited gueſt ; be there ; 
He, with pale hand, ſhall lead the bride, and ſpread 


Eternal curtains round 2 ded. * 


— — 


A Cc TV: SEN E I. 
A Street. 

Enter Alonzo. - 
Alonzo meeting Zanga. 


« Pitiful ! O terrible to fight! 
* Poor mangled ſhade! all cover'd o'er. with 

wounds, 
And ſo diſguis'd with blood i Who murder d thee ? 
Tell thy fad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng'd. 
Ha! Carks Horror !' Carlos ?— Oh, away! . + 
Go to the grave, or let me fink to mine. 
* I cannot bear the fight —What fight ?—Where am I? 
There's nothing here If this was fancy's . 
N She draws a picture ſtrongly. 

* Zan. Ha!—— You're pale.” 

Alox. Nene T.. 

Zan. 2 order. r | 
Six rinks Bebe in as the mad = 
He ht as he was wont, In ur he flew, 

Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds, to death. 
His laſt breath bteſs'd Alanzo, and defir'd | 
His bones might reſt near yours. 


Alon. O Zanga! Zan 
But PII EA te for 22 and thinking 
Would ruin me ſor action. O the medley 
Of right and wrong! the chaos of my brain ! 
He ſhould, and ſhould not die You ſhould obey, 
And not obey—It i is a day of darkneſs, 


Of contradictions, My 


a K «a a 


Where's 
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Where's Leonora, then? Quick, anſwer me: 

I'm deep in horrors, Fll be deeper ſtill. 

I find thy artifice did take effect, 

c 8 ſhe fo es my late deportment to her. 
| told her, from you childhood, you was wont, 

92 any pe ſurprize, bee chiefly then 

When cauſe of forrow bore it company, 
To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon ; 

A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er. | 

Then did J tell her of Don Carlos? death, 

(Wiſely ſupprefing by what means he fell) 

And laid the blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted ; : 

But ſuch the honeſt artifice I us'd, 

And ſuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 

That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy d. * 

Alon. "Twas well ſhe was. In our late i interview * 
My paſſion fo far threw me from my guard, 
2 (Methinks "tis ſtrange !) that, conſcious of her 


lt, 

« Jhe ſaw Wn thro? its thin diſpuiſe, my heart.” 
Ban. But what deſign you, fir, and how? 
Alon. I'll tell thee. 

Thus Pve ordain'd it. In the jaſmine bow'r, 

The place which ſhe di honour d with her guilt, 

There will I meet her ; the 1 made; 

And calmly oe (for I can do it now) 


The blackneſs of her crime before her fight, 

And then, with all the cool folemnity 

Of public juſtice, give her to the grave. [Exit 
Kan. Why, get t thee Sone! horror and ahi go with 


thee ! 
Siſters of Ackeren, go hand in hand, 
Go, dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them i in; 
And tell them that I ſent you to falute them. 
Profane the ground, and for th* ambroſial roſe, 
And breath cf jaſniine, let hemlock blacken, 
And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air, 
For the feet nightingale may ravens croak, 
Toads pant, and adders ruftle thro? the leaves; 
May enn. winding up the trees let fall 


Their 
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Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, 
And mingle kiſſes—ſfuch as I ſhould give them. [ Exit. 


8 


Scene, the Bower. 
Leonora fleeping. Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. Ye amaranths ! ye roſes, like the morn ! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange es! 
Why do you ſmile? why do you look * ? 
Are ye not blaſted as I enter in? R 
Ves, ſee how every flower lets fall it head 
* 2 ſhudders every leaf without a wind! 
How every green is as the 1 1 
Did ever midnight ghoſts ande dere ? 
Have theſe ſweet echoes ever learnt to groan?F 
oy-giving, love-inſpiring, holy bow's ! 
now, in thy fragrant boſom thou receiv'ſt 
A murderer”: - Qh ! I ſhall flain thy Lilies, 
And horror will ufurp the ſear of bliſs. * 


So Lacifer broke into x 22 


. , 
22 uncommon heat has hay wy ne | 
„ my long! eyes, Your : 1 
Oh, what a fight is — ! how dreadfal fair? 
Who would not think that being innocent? | 
Where ſhall I ſtrike ? who ftrikes her, frikes himſelf. - 
My own life-blood will iſſue at her wound. 
O my diſtracted heart! O cruel heavn! 
To give ſuch charms as theſe, and then call man, 
Mere man, to be your executioner. 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for yon?“ 
Us ſee the ſmiles ! I never ſhall _ more. 
t ſtrongly tempts me to a parting K. ſs. 
n AY FCoing, he ſtarts back. 
Ha! ſmile again! She dreams of him ſhe loves. 
Curſe on her charms ! P11 Rab her thro' them all. 
[A be is going ta ſtrike, ſbe waies. 
Leon. My lord, your wy was long, and yonder 2 ä 
2 Of 
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Of 2 waters tempted me to reſt, 
Diſpirite with noon 's exceſſive heat. 

Aon. Ye pow'rs ; with what an eye ſhe mendsthe day 
V. hule they were clos'd I ſhould have giv'n the blow, 


O for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice: l 
Thus heav'n and I ſhall both be ſarsfy'd, 
Leen. What ſays my lord ?—} 
Alon. Why this Mlowes ſays: 
If love were endleſs, men were w"_ 10 that 
Does ccunterbalance travel, danger, pain—— 
Tis 8 fit to duct e 
Ihe light, cheat them of the peaceful grave. 
Lok Alas, my lord, why talk you of the grave 
Yuur friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain | 
A withty 0 repair it with my love. 
Alon. Gy love ? thou peace of witcherafi | I would 


Thou bi Ln for erer. 
Where hadſt thou this? Enchantreſs, tell me where; 
* Which with a touch works miracles, boils up $ 
* My blcod to tumults, and turns round my Wa 
. Ev n now thou ſwimm'f before me. I ſhall loſe thes 
No, I will make thee ſure, and thee all. 
* Who turn'd this lender waiſt with fo much art, 
And ſhut perfection in fo ſmall a ring? 
Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 
On which the dazuled fight can find no reſt; 
Pet, drunk with beauzy, wanders up and down 
Fer ever, and for ever finds new charms? ? 
Put, O thoſe eyes! © thoſe murderers ! O whence, 
Wlence dg d thou ſteal their burning orbs ? from 
 heavint 

Thou didſt; and ' tis religion to adore chem. 
Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thoughts : 

F xtremes ſtill fr. ght me, tho? of love itſelf. 

Alon. Extremes indeed! it hurried me away; 
But 1 come again and now for juſtice 
And now for death—It is — 
« Sure ſuch were made by heav 'n guiltleſs to fin, 
Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment.” 
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I leave her to juſt heav'n. * 
Drops the dagger, ** 0 
Leon. Ha! a ” 1 


What doſt thou ſay, chou miniſter of death ? | 
What dreadful tale doſt tell 2 Let me think. ; 
Enter 
Zan. Dealt rnd ns | O fall from high! 
My cloſe long-labour'd ſcheme at once 1s blaſted. 
That dagger ; will cauſe her to enquire ; 
Enquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 7 
Of vengeance periſh ; I myſelf am loſt 
Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand 
Which held the ſteel in vain What can be done? 
Where can I fix ?—that's ſomething ftill—'twill breed 
Fell rage and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 
Which may perchance grow up to-greater evil: 
If not, tis all I can It ſhall be fo —— 
Leon. O Zangal am ſinkin NY, Fears: 
Alonzo dropt => dagger as he left me, 
And left me in a — diſorder too. 
What can this m N preſerve his life ! 
Zan. 'Yours, Ours. 
Lean. What, Zange, ſt thou ſ- 4 | 
Zan. Carry you goodneſs then to {uch extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is jealous 2 
Lean. Heav'ns} - 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought? 
It is not of the growth of his own nature. 
Zan: Some Villain. 2 hell knows ; but he i is 
jealous; 
And tis molt fit a heart fo pure as yours 
Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, - 
And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
Leon. Jealous! it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungen'rous, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent! 
Why ? wherefore ? on what ſhadow of occaſion ? ' 
Tis faſcination, tis the wrath of heav n 
For the collected crimes of all his race.?ꝰ 
O how the great man leſſens to my thought ! 
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How could ſo mean a vice as jealouſy, 

* Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 

Which tears and * its parent's heart,” 

Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtaes? 

I ſcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore. 

] cannot, will not, dare not think it true, 

"Till from himſelf I know it. [Exis. 
Zan. 'This ſucceeds | | 

Juſt to my wiſh. | Nowihe with violence 

Upbraids him. He, not — ſhe is guilty, 

Rages no lefs ; and if on either fi 

The waves run high, there ſtill lives hope of ruin. 

. Enter Alonzo. = 

My lord. 


Alon. O Zanga ! hold thy peace, T am no coward ; 
But heav'n itſelf did hold my hand; I felt it, 


By the well-being of my foul, 1 did. 

IU think of vengeance at another 9 
Alon. Perdition on the Moor © | 

For that one word! Ah e ede. 5 

] have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible: 

© Away, then, let us talk of other things.“ 

I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction. 

If *tis my ſhame, why be it ſo 1 love her; 

Nor can I help it; tis impos'd 770 me 

* By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r. 

I could not hurt her to be lord of earth ; | 

It ſhocks my nature like a ftroke from heav'n. 

Angels defend her, as if innocent? 

But fee, my Leonora comes — Be gone. [Ex. Zanga. 

Enter Leonora. 

O ſeen for ever, yet for ever new! . 

The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, 

Inflicting wound on wound. 

| Leen. Alas, my lord, 

What need of this'to me ? 
Alon. Ha! doſt thou weep ? 
Leen. Have I no cauſe? 
Alon. If love is thy concern 
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Thou haſt no cauſe ; none ever lov'd like me. 
© But whetefore this? Is it to break my heart, 
6 Which lois-19 pen Wheel Re Way! tant | 
Leon. Is it fo tender? 
Alen. Is it not? Olen ; 
Doubt of my love? Why, Tam nothing eſe; 
© It quite abſorbs my every other 
O that this one embrace would for ever! 
Leon. Could this man ever mean to my virtue? 
Could this man Cer dolign vpon my life? | 
[fide 


Impoſſible ! I throw away the 

Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; 

= * does lie within that ſpace. 

ay, reg metro i 

It | on Rat — Away, 

Away with it, and let us talk of los, + 
© Plunge ourſelves deep into the fect ilofon, 
* And ide us there from Sy oterthonght. 
© Leon. It touches you. | 
Ale. Let's talk of love,” TEE 
Ts 2 — 
Alon. As 

Leon. Of murder! | 

Alon. Raſh, 
Raſh woman i yet forbear. _ 0 

© Leon. Approve my wrongs : 

- © Alon. Then muſt] fly for thy ſake and my own. 
© Leon. Nay, by my injunes, you firſt muſt hear me : 
Stab me, then think it much to hear my groan? - 
Alon. Heav'ns ſtrike me deaf?” 

Leon. It well may ſting you home. | 
Alon. Alas! thou uite miſtak ſt my cauſe of pain;z* 
Yet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in flames. 

Leon. Who has moſt cauſe? you, or myſelf? What es 
Of my whole life en d you to this? 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all; 


The weak, . ungenerous Te] NON 


. * x 4 » n o 1 — 


What 
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What could inſpire the thought? We oft'neſt judge 
e and 1s your's then ſo frail, 
It prompts you to conceive. thus ill of me? 
He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thou ht, ; 
Deſerves to find it true. . | Holding him. 
Alon. © O ſex, ſex, ſex! . "= | urning on her... 
The language of you all.” _ Ill-fated woman A 
Why haſt thou — * me back into the gulf 
Of agonies I had block'd up from thought? 
I know the cauſe: thou a me impotent 
< Exe while to hurt thee, therefore thou turnꝰſt on me * 
* But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe. | 
But ſince thou. haſt replung'd me in wy torture, 
I will be fatisfy'd. 
Leon. Be ſatisfy'd ! 4 Sat 
Alon. Yes, thy own mou web ragnttes; 
I will be ſatisfy 2 | 
Leon. Of what?... e wi CES 
Alon. Of what! _ 
How dar'ſ thou aſk ny 1 Woman, woman, 
Weak, and aſſur' d at once; thus tis for ever.” 
Who told thee that thy virtue was ſuf Tak | 
Who told thee I deſign'd upon thy h 
You found the dagger; but that could 151 ſpeak; 2 
Nor did I tell thee; eats f ll e ©, 
Guilt, conſcious guilt. 
Leon. This to my face? O heav'n!, 
Alon. This to thy very ſoul. 
Leon. Thou'rt not in 7 78 
Alon. Serious as death. . 
Leon, Then heav'n have merey on 4 
Till now I ſtruggled not to think it true; 
I ſought conviction, and would not believe it; 
And doſt thou force me? This ſhall not be borne; 
hou ſhalt repent this inſult. 5 
Alon. Madam, ſtay. | | 
Your paſlion's wiſe, tis a diſguiſe for guilt : 
« *Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile ;* 
You and your thouſand _ ſhall not elan me. 
Leon. Arts? n 
Alan. Arts. Confeſs; for death is in my hand 
g con. 
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Leon. Tis in your words. 

Alon. Confeſs, confeſs; confeſs ! 
Ne veins with paſſion to compel thee. 

* 1 preſumptuous man! 


Deny then, and incur a fouler ſhame. 
Where did I find this picture? 


* Don Carlo: ? 

my beſt ho more welcome OWN. 
ZT 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my face? 


Nature is fick of thee, abandon'd woman 
Leon. R 


To Fal . 
aſk m 

Alon. Aftoniſhment? 

Leos. Dar'& thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt? 

Alan. I know thee ſo. 

2 ö 


e 
Leen. "This 


angels, — hay! 
is the only way that I would wound thee, 
Tho moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty fall. 
\ Enter Iſabella. 


Alen. Bear her to inſtant help. The world to fave her. 
Leen. — Fmperc may'f thou gaze and 


But ix e aa emactaton's ; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own 
What haſt thou done ? Whom cenſur di — Lyonora / 
When thou hadſt cenſur d, thou would& ſave her life ; 
O inconſiſtent ! Should I live i in ſhame, 

Or ſtoop to any other means but this - 
To aſſert my virtue? No; ſhe who diſputes 
Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty. 
While aught but truth k could be my 8 to it, 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, 

I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 

But now, I let fel, raſhneſs 1 che wound, 


Which leaſt I is that The r of 
f Alon. 
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Alen. Ha! was this woman guilty p- and if not 

How my thought darkens that ny _ kind | 
guilty, or give 


heuv'n, 
Er. 


That ſhe prove 
Is that my hope, 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. 
Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 
When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair. 
When all tha dliG I pant for, is to gain "SY 
In hell W v1" = ol g r 
mo Aer 
Zan. How ſtands the great account wirt me and | 
vengeance? 

Tho? much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a ſingle groan.—— 
Ha! that were well—but that were fatal 00 — 
Why be it ſo Revenge ſo truly great 
Would come too chec py bought with lefs chan like. 
2 2 


Jas. Ah! ſee me tremble! Has not yet. © * 
cruel heart ita ili? Poor Leonor — - 
Welters inhlacd, r 
What then ? Wenn 

1/ab. Alte raves, * 

Add-in the tempeſt of his grief has thries 
Attempted on has life. At length diſarm'd, 
Ln rg rok 
nd im | 
Thus in his ſtorm of forrow. After pauſe 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga, 
For Zanga 5 and fee, he ſeeks you here, 

To learn the truth which moſt he 2 to know. 
Zan. Be gone. Now, now, my _ conſummate 
all. W * 

Euter Alonzo. 7 
Alon. 0 2 


Zan. Do — fo but ſpeak. - | 
Alon. I dare not.” "| Falls on him.” | 
Zan. You will drown me with your tears. G24 
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Alon. Have I not cauſe ? 
Lan. As yet you have no cauſe. 
2 — thou too rave? 
Our 1s to come: 
You much why og abus'd. 
Alon. Abus'd ! by whom ? 
Zan. To know were little comfort. 
Alon. O *twere much! 
Zar. Indeed! x 
Alon. By heav'n! O give him to my fury ! | 
. Zan. Born for your uſe, I live but tooblige you. 
Kin then, *twas ——I. 
Alen. Am 1 awake? 
Zan, For ever. 

Thy wife is guiltleſs, that's one tranſport to me; ; 

And I, I * — know it, that's another. 

1 urg d Don Carlos to his miſtreſs, 

I forg'd the letter, I dif] pos d the picture; * 

I hated, I . and [ "I deſtroy | 

Alon. Oh“ 18 2.1 (1 — 
Zan. Why this is wel his is blow for blow. 

Where are you Cron me, ſhadow me with laurels, 

Ve ſpirits which delight in juſt revenge! 

Let Europe and her pallid ſons go weep; 
Let Africt and her hundred thrones rejoice : 
O my dear countrymen, look down and fee 
How I beſtride your proſtrate conqueror! _ 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all — 2 
But this is mercy, this is my in ebe 
Tis peace, tis refuge from my 
I mult. awake him into horrors. — = os 
Alonzo, hoa! the Moor is at the gate; 

Awake, invincible, omnipotent!:! 
Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 

Alen. Inhuman flave! - : 

Zan. Fall'n chriſtian, thou miſtak'ft ebene 
Look on me. Who am I? I know, thou ſay'ſt | 
The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten ſlave; 

(Eternal woes to him that made me ſo!) 

B. look again. Has ſix years cruel bondage 
Extinguiſl.'d | 


60 THE REVENGE. 
Extinguiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought 


Shines here to give an awe 1 
Fell by the hand rg Abdalla fell, 
— <p 
n diſguiſe, 


* 
rr 
And ſunk into thy ſervant—— But oh! what, 
What were my Wages ? Hear nor heav'n, nor earth! 
1 rr a blow, uw 1; 
And from a mortal hand. 
* Au Rn 5s ' [Shewwing dagger 
Zan. A e is VAIN. a 

Alex. Is thus my love return'd? - | 
Is this my recompence ? Make friends of tigers ! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, 2 G 
For fear they turn to ſerpents as they lie, L- 
And pay on for their nouriſhment with death! 
Carat is and Leowera Son +4 | 
Both innocent, both murder d, by me. war: - 
* That heav'nly maid which ſhould have liv'd for ever, 
At leaſt have gently ſlept her ſoul away; 

„ Whoſe life ſhould bare ut up as ey ning flow'rs | 
At the ſun—was murder dl murder d! 
O ſhame! O guik! One rene | 
O puniſhment! Had ſatan never fell, 
Hell had been made for n le- N 

Zan. Muſt Id PEE 2a well 4s hate thee? 
Compiain of grie lain thou-art a man. | 
Price from Sernann'eden ſummir fell, 

Great Alexander midſt his conqueſts moun'd ; | 

Heroes and demi- bave known their ſorrows ; 

8 pt, and I have had my blow: 
8 and now my work is done. 

Ta mm be it one part of ven 

To make thee to confeſs that 1 am j | 

Thou ſeeſt a prince, n 

e ack ee Wh A 
7 0 


— 
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Whoſe ſacred perſon (oh) thou haſt profan d, 

Whoſe rei 778 ah'd: what was left to me 
— highly ba XN o kingdom, yy revenge; 

0 — 1— an groans.. 
—"_ men ſhoul 2 ＋ thy end, 
Tell d 1 A. 7 he deſpiſe thee. 

If cold white mortals — 1 t deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior beings, . 
Souls made of es and children of the Mn. 7 
With whom is virtue. Fare thee well—— 
Now full "fati tisfy” I ſhonld take leave :. 


g grieves me; 1 death is near, 


I leave thee my example how to die. 
4 25 i. going to fab himſelf Alonzo ruſbes upon him - 


.; In the mean lime, Enter Alvarez attend- 

9 They diſarm and ſeize Zanga. Alonzo puts the 
. 

No, monſter, e 

o Haber 2 

Av. O Alonzs 1—— Iſabelle, Wy 
Touch'd with remorſe to ſee her miſtreſs pigs, 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Alon. What was that?; 
Zar. As I have been a vulture to thy ln. 
So will I be a raven to thine car, 
And true * ever er ka the — 4 — "Fry 
As ever its heavy wing againſt » 
The * of the ſick, and n deſpair; 


Thy wife is dead. 3 
the fide of the fage, and nme. 


, 


[ Alvarez goes to 
Av. The dreadful news is true. 
Alon. P the rack, invent new torments for him. 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its on advantage; 
And I'll make ce of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduce d, thou would*ſt not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I. dare defy thee ſtill. | 
Torture thou may*ſ, but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me. 
The blood will tollow _ the knife is driven, 5 
| by 


N 


Cath! 
15 
« 


4 


F 
. . . * . . 
of? - * 1 * » * 4 AV 
- 
„ w 6 
-- * 


: 
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n an natyre grow on 51 01. 

But theſe art forei to the fou!: not Hine 
The groans that iflue, er the'tears that fall; 
They diſobey me; ee 1 Noc thee, -! n 
Ar when my faulchion dove thy helm in battle. . 

Atv. Peace, villain) Nite - ine [0G © 
And well 1 avis hon dance KY ihe yorg. | 
For that would' rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 

Alon.  Who'calfd bene? . 

Alen. Again i Carle voice, 15 
On 

[Sewing the 4 
gy rn no me, 
Were ren before; I 
This only marks my body for — — . 
Aas. 3 ies. 

Good ruffians, E 144.4 me leave, — ay blood 15 
yours, ON \ 
The wheel!s prey; under hall have all ; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, * 2 
And pay vr rep eve with: gazing on my pangs. 
IN [He goers Alowta's bo 
Is this 7 where's che asg F 


Is that the hand which ſmote me 1 how pale! 
And art thou dead? ſo is my enmity. 


|, $4 


I war not with the duſt :- the great, | the proud, 
The conqueror of Africk was my foe.” 
carcaſes. - 


A lion preys not upon THE 
This wasthy only method oy" GI i. 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 


Now blazes, all thy CREE in the grave 
Never had man ſuch 


a I lament thee, ſure thi nal applanſes | 
ce! T have follow?d — 
And. to receive n blows all _ kres. 
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In which the wiſe with eaution will engage : 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 
Where, ſway' by nature we ourſelves 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, * 
4 
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B A FEN. 
O Abe, e he; a 
beg you'd Bleſs the offspring of bis brain ; 
1 ” proxy; prumis d, in your nume, 


l e, at leaft fix days of fame: 

I like the brat, but frill Peas £v-d can 

And, by the parent's leave, will /; my mind. : 
"mM i ATC, „ 
To let a willing maid lead apes in hell? 

You nicer ladies,  ſhou'd-you think it right, 

To eat no fſupptr on your wedding night ? 

Shou'd Engliſh huſbands dare to flarve is their WIVES. 

Ze fure they'd lead moſt comfortable lives 

But he loves miſchief, and, with groumdleſi fears, 

Wou'd fain ſet loving conples by the ears ; 

Wou'd ſpoil the tender hu s of our nation, 

By teaching them bis wile, outlandiſh faſhion : 


edt ology he? = oad-natur'd clime, 

That jealouſy, the u, 1 . . 

And wilt be ftill, for 4 to blame the plot). 

That fame — was a ftupid fot; 

To kill a bride, à miftreſs unenjoy'd — 

*T were ſome excuſt had the porn been * 

To hill ber on Suſpicion, ere be knew J 

Whether the heinous crime were falſe, or trug—— 

' The prieft ſaid grace, ſhe met him in the bow'r, 

In . ate an bor: 

xx was ber errand, but the hot-brain'd _ 

r ve—produc' d—a filthy filthy poniard— 

| Hat be been wiſe, at this their mecting, 
The proof of the pudding had been in the 3 3 

Madam had then pleas'd, and Don contented, 

And all this blood and murder been 

Britons, be wwi/e, and 

Ne er: break a 


his . 
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